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CHAPTER I 


The disappearance of Mrs. Don Ellsworth (" Sheila 
* O'Shay ") — it was always printed in this fashion, usually 
with the addendum that Miss O'Shay's song and dance 
hit, " Burn 'Em Up/' had made half a million dollars 
in royalties for its composer — had already been front- 
- page stuff for three days. 

To be sure, on the third day as on the first, there was 
no information beyond the stark fact that the ever- 
spectacular Sheila had spectacularly disappeared. But 
an essential factor in a big news story is continuity; the 
city editor's abhorrence of a vacuum far exceeds 
nature's. Therefore, in pursuance of tactics technically 
known as c " nursing the story along," the newsboys 
were unintelligibly shouting “ Huckstry!" to announce 
that the Ellsworth mystery still deserved the name. 

One of them, at the moment, was roaming the street 
under Dr. Cavanaugh's window, hoarsely reiterating, 
" All about the Ellsworth mystery! Latest news of the 
missing actress! Her-KLD\ Her-&LD\ ,X 

Dr. Cavanaugh, reclining on the chaise longue with 
a smoking stand nicely adjusted at his elbow and the 
Journal of Abnormal Psychology propped with its lower 
edge resting on the curve of his rotund middle, glanced 
fleetingly from 'the page before him to the window. He 
even let the Journal flatten itself out on his waistcoated 
arc for a moment, while he wondered at a human nature 
which rushes out to buy a paper, in order to find out 
that there are no further incidents to relate about people 
in whom the buyers have no reason to be interested. 

; As he reached to pick up the magazine, the telephone 
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on the fiat-topped mahogany desk across the room set 
up a series of intermittent summonses, insistent as an 
alarm clock. 

“ M-m. I thought so. About time/" Dr. Cavanaugh 
grunted, heaving his large bulk from the chaise longue. 
Before picking up the receiver, however, he drew a 
nickel out hi his trousers pocket and laid it on the 
smoking stand. It was a habit of Dr. Cavanaugh’s to 
bet with himself on his own judgment. When he lost, 
the coin was deposited in a small elephant-shaped box 
on the desk — but the coins in the box were few. 

** Dr. Cavanaugh speaking/’ 

" Dr. Cavanaugh, this is Don Ellsworth. I wondered 
—may I come and talk to you?” The voice at the other 
end of the wire was embarrassed and yet urgent, speak- 
ing rapidly but with hesitations — the voice of a man who 
has held an impulse in check, only to act on it suddenly 
in the end. 

Dr. Cavanaugh reached out for the nickel and restored 
it to his trousers pocket. Then he leafed rapidly through 
the pages of the memorandum calendar that stood dose 
to the telephone on the desk. 

" Certainly. I’m rather full up for the balance of 
the week. Say Friday— at four?” 

Dr. Cavanaugh viewed the mouthpiece of the tele- 
phone with a faint smile as he made this test of 
Ellsworth’s patience. From what he knew of Don 
Ellsworth, Friday at four would not suit him at all But 
he^did not permit a trace of that smile to colour his tone. 

" I simply can’t wait till Friday.” The voice 
was more sure of itself now. If the speaker had reached 
his decision to call Dr. Cavanaugh against inner 
opposition, his impulse, when balked from without 
had gained singleness and strength. “ It’s urgent’ 
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“ It's about Sheila. I tell you. Doctor, I’m almost 
wild. I m at the end of my rope. Couldn’t I come over 
now — to-night?” 

Dr. Cavanaugh glanced mournfully around the room, 
its outlines faintly blurred in the gray haze of tobacco 
smoke. The student lamp which he had brought from 
Germany in his university days and ..preferred to 
electricity as a reading light beamed mellowly down on 
the comfortably dented pillows of the chaise longue, on 
the sober gray-and-black covers of the Journal of 
Abnormal Psychology. He had had a hard day, delving 
persistently, delicately, indefatigably into the dark 
recesses of the mind of a patient afflicted with hysterical 
blindness. A hard and baffling day, with nothing to 
show for it in the way of results yet. "* 

“ The surgeon of the mind— an operation that takes 
a year— and the need of as steady a hand as if one were 
extracting a bullet from the heart muscle,” he mused 
as his gaze briefly circled the room. 

His thick shoulders heaved slightly in an inaudible 
sigh. But it was characteristic that, once he had made 
his decision, he made no play of regret. He had scant 
patience with the form of self-aggrandisement which in 
granting a favour makes the recipient uncomfortable. 

All right, Don. Come along." The calm friendli- 
ness of his voice carried no hint of his relinquished 
evening's rest. 

" I hate to impose on you like this. But Sheila- ” 

“ If I hadn’t been willing to see you, I’d have gaiVj 
so. I’ll expect you in fifteen minutes.” 

And for fifteen minutes Dr. Cavanaugh was lost to the 
world; deep in an article on focal infection as a factor; 
in dementia prascox. 

Except for the outside entrance and separate door- 
bell, the room had none of the stigmata of a doctor’s 
office. It was furnished as a library, and the books 
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which covered two walls with a mosaic of warm, varie- 
gated colour were by no means exclusively technical. 
The half-dozen pictures that inarched in line above the 
bare tops of the bookcases were non-committal etchings 
— only the student versed in this somewhat austere art 
would have recognised these gray and white criss-crossed 
lines of ships and harbours and fragmentary streets as 
extremely valuable and, an artist would add, beautiful 
possessions. The chaise longue and the easy chairs were 
not too imposing to be comfortable. The only pro- 
fessional note on the wide desk with its worn green 
leather fittings was the unavoidable calendar-pad— and 
even this was fitted with a cover and was usually kept 
closed. . r 

But, for the matter of that. Dr. Cavanaugh was not 
an ordinary doctor. For his own purposes the room 
was as carefully equipped as an operating theatre for 
a surgeon. Besides, though unobtrusively, it expressed 
his own tastes, and Dr. Cavanaugh had reached a pro- 
fessional eminence which relieved him of the necessity 
of impressing patients. His treatments were as expensive 
and as hard to obtain as Freud's— and, he occasionally 
admitted with a humorous squint in his brown eyes 
which absolved the remark of conceit, being without 
Freud's angle-minded genius, they were sometimes more 
successful. 

He had now, in the late forties, reached the point 
where he codd afford to take only the cases which 
interested him. Those cases were as likely as not to be 
^undertaken lor no fee at all— to be written up later in 
|one of those terse, stylistic monographs which brought 
■a blaze of light into the dark thickets of bejargoned 

£to™,lT£ , T hey Wer , e - also likel T to bring him 
mto court as the last resort alienist of a harassed district 

a . Psychopathic millionaire. They had even ' 
brought him mto the Sunday supplements and the front 
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pages of metropolitan newspapers, where headline 
writers had been known to refer to him as the “ criminal 
psychologist " and feature writers credited him with an 
astounding wizardry. 

His solution of the Barnes-Hill double murder, three 
years after the police had given it up, had extended his 
reputation to the laity and had made his missive figure 
and his leonine head with its heavy features and sur- 
prisingly gentle brown eyes fair game for the cartoonist. 
What the laity could scarcely appreciate — although the 
chief of police did— was the skill with which he had 
contrived to put the explanation of that tortuous cat's 
cradle of facts into the hands of the authorities without 
making them appear to have been fools. 

I am not a criminologist," he always insisted. 

The study of human motives has been my professional 
concern for a good many years. What I've picked up 
on the side is just a hobby — a hobby that happens to fit 
in with my professional interests. Clues? Well, we can't 
afford to ignore clues, though I'm no expert in that 
line. But the most revealing clues cannot be put under 
the microscope — they are in the workings of the human 
mind." 

The cries of the newsboy had died away down the 
street when footsteps sounded on the flagged path lead- 
ing around the side of the house to the office entrance. 
Dr. Cavanaugh rose and opened the door before the 
young man on the stoop had lifted his hand to the bell 

“ Come in, Don. Take off your coat and have a 
cigar." 

" This is awfully good of you, Doctor. There's no- 
body else home?" 

“ Barbara is out for the evening. She will be sorry 
to have missed you. But if you wanted to talk to me 
professionally, it's probably just as well." 

** Yes — I- " The broken sentence died out m a 
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mumble as Ellsworth turned to lay his coat and hat 
across the back of a chair. 

Don Ellsworth’s face, as he turned to the light, was a 
curious blend of anxiety, embarrassment, and the habit- 
ual self-assurance of one for whom money was accus- 
tomed to make all rough places smooth. The anxietv 
and the self-assurance remained, but it was impossible 
for embarrassment to linger in the impersonal, widely 
tolerant presence of Dr. Cavanaugh. y 

Don found himself relaxing in the encompassing arms 
of the chair and facing the older man with the relief of 
a child in a scrape who had found an understanding 
elder to whom to pour out his difficulties. A good part 
of Don s life, smothered in wealth since he first became 
nown as the millionaire baby, ” had been spent in get- 
ting into and out of scrapes, but they had all been in the 
tradition of such misdemeanours. The present situation 

tum^ him Wlth ° Ut a code to direct him which way to 

“ You read about Sheila— that she's gone? She dis- 
appeared a week ago without a trace. I’ve got to find 

out what has become of her 1 ” ® lmd 

‘tjl ek ag ?’” ®. r - Cavanaugh said meditatively, 
clippmg the end of his cigar and pushing the smoking 
stand nearer his visitor. “ And the newspapers— which § 

I suppose, implies also the police-have known it fo 
three days. Isn t your agitation a trifle— retarded?” 
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CHAPTER II 

“ I wish to heaven the police could have been kept 
out of it altogether!” Don’s heavy black_brows drew 
together in a frown. He looked at the moment like a 
balked sulky boy. 

“ Indeed?” The doctor’s voice barely rose to make 
the non-committal word a question. He learned more 
from his patients by letting them talk than by quizzing 
them; and by applying the same technic to the normal, 
or even the criminal, mind, he had listened to some 
remarkable confessions unattainable by “ third-degree ” 
methods. 

♦ He waited, in a silence which lapped the room. 

“ I should have come to you in the first place!” 
Don burst out at last, tapping his cigar nervously against 
the ash tray. “ Only-well, it’s all such a mess. I 
hoped it could be covered up. I might have known! 
It’s rather a difficult matter to discuss.” 

” Take your time." Dr. Cavanaugh settled back in 
his chair with the air of a man who does not even have to 
be patient. 

The effect of this advice was to plunge his visitor into 
hurried speech. 

“ It was a week ago— a week ago last night, to be 
exact. Dinner was as usual. We always kept up a good 
front, you know. And Sheila rather enjoyed playing 
the young matron. It was a new r61e for her— her 
other marriages, she said, had lacked the brownstone 
atmosphere. She was in high spirits, as usual. Even 
when we were alone, she never admitted by word or 

manner that Oh, well!" Ellsworth hesitated, and 

then went on, leaving the sentence unfinished. 
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" Anyway, I'm sure that she wasn't worried or ap 
prehensive or particularly excited about anything. 
Sheila isn't the worrying type, and as for apprehen- 
sion — if she thought there was anything for her to be 
afraid of, she'd clap her hands together in that way she 
has, and go after it as a new thrill. But there was 
absolutely no sign of anything in the wind. I remarked 
when we had had our coffee that I was going around 
to the club — though, as a matter of fact, I didn't go, 
after all. I just took a long drive all by myself into the 
country, thinking about — things. When I left the house 
she was on her way upstairs; she said she was going to 
bed early to get a good night's sleep. 

“ That's the last I've seen of her. She left all the 
lights burning in her boudoir — they were still burning 
next morning. She didn't take anything with her, not 
even a suit-case. In the morning she just — wasn't there. 
You know Sheila, of course." 

The doctor had listened without interrupting Don's 
recital by so much as a nod or a gesture. 

" Not very well, unfortunately," he answered easily. 
“ We haven’t seen much of you since your marriage, 
you know." 

■- No," Don said abruptly, and stopped. 

" It was a mistake to be ashamed of your marriage," 
Dr. Cavanaugh observed impersonally. “ It is always 
a mistake to be ashamed. It creates unnecessary diffi- 
culties. What you 'do, you do. Either don't do it, or 
stand by it. You always must go on from where you 
are, you know— not back." 

“ I did stand by it, didn't I? God knows " The 

young man's voice was harsh with feeling. 

" Mrs. Ellsworth left, and you want me to find her?" 
The older man prompted imperturbably. 

" 1 want anything rather than all this blare— the very 
thing I'd give my eye teeth to avoid." 
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" You were not the one to report that your wife was 
missing, then?" 

“ I certainly wasn’t. If you knew Sheila " 

“ I saw her several times before she left the stage 

and of course, as you know, we’ve met casually once 
' or twice since. But that’s an insufficient basis for 
determining what she would do." 

“ She’s charming, of course — terribly charming." 
The savage tone robbed the words of all compliment. 
" She’s — vital. When she wants a thing she simply gets 
it. And scandal means absolutely nothing to her. It 

? isn’t in her world. She wouldn’t so much as laugh at it 

she’d ignore it. It’s been an asset to her, not a liability. 
She might go like that simply because she knows that 
there’s nothing I could — or would be willing to — do 
about it. She might do anything ! * ’ 

" Oh, no!" the doctor protested. " The number of 
things a given person might do is strictly limited — by 
that person. But in this case there's some one else in- 
volved. If you didn’t report her disappearance, who 
did?" 



" Mrs. Kane." Don’s animosity toward Mrs. Kane 
was patent. 

“ Mrs. Kane?" 

" She was Sheila’s dresser, I think they call it. A 

hard-boiled old customer. When Sheila left the stage 

when we were married " his lips twisted wryly on the 
word — “ she brought Mrs. Kane with her as a personal 
maid. She doesn’t fit in at all with the rest of the staff. 
Her manners are atrocious. She’s always resented me." 

“ Perhaps your manner to her was not exactly 
placating." 

Don swept the comment aside with an impatient wave 
of his cigar. 

“ I don’t know why Sheila kept her. She’s not the 
devoted-old-retainer type at all. I’ve heard her speak 
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“ Anyway, I’m sure that she wasn't worried or ap 
prehensive or particularly excited about anything, 
Sheila isn't the worrying type, and as for apprehen- 
sion— if she thought there was anything for her to be 
afraid of, she'd clap her hands together in that way she 
has, and go after it as a new thrill. But there was 
absolutely no sign of anything in the wind, I remarked 
when we had had our coffee that I was going around 
to the club — though, as a matter of fact, I didn't go, 
after all. I just took a long drive all by myself into the 
country, thinking about — things. When I left the house 
she was on her way upstairs; she said she was going to 
bed early to get a good night's sleep. 

“ That's the last I've seen of her. She left all the 
lights burning in her boudoir — they were still burning 
next morning. She didn't take anything with her, not 
even a suit-case. In the morning she just — wasn't there. 
You know Sheila, of course." 

The doctor had listened without interrupting Don's 
recital by so much as a nod or a gesture. 

“ Not very well, unfortunately," he answered easily. 
“ We haven’t seen much of you since your marriage, 
you know." 

“ No," Don said abruptly, and stopped. 

“ It was a mistake to be ashamed of your marriage," 
Dr. Cavanaugh observed impersonally. “ It is always 
a mistake to be ashamed. It creates unnecessary diffi- 
culties. What you do, you do. Either don't do it, or 
stand by it. You always must go on from where you 
are, you know— not back." 

“ I did stand by it, didn't I? God knows r The 

young man's voice was harsh with feeling. 

” Mrs * Ellsworth left, and you want me to find her?" 
The older man prompted imperturbably. 

“ I want anything rather than all this blare— the very 
thing I'd give my eye teeth to avoid." 
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“ You were not the one to report that your wife was 
missing, then?''’ 

41 I certainly wasn't. If you knew Sheila " 

" I saw her several times before she left the stage 

and of course, as you know, we've met casually once 
or twice since. But that's an insufficient basis for 
determining what she would do." 

44 She's charming, of course — terribly charming." 
The savage tone robbed the words of all compliment. 
44 She's — vital. When she wants a thing she simply gets 
it. And scandal means absolutely nothing to her. It 

isn't in her world. She wouldn't so much as laugh at it 

she'd ignore it. It's been an asset to her, not a liability. 
She might go like that simply because she knows that 

there's nothing I could — or would be willing to do 

about it. She might do anything 1 ' ' 

• 44 Oh, no!" the doctor protested. " The number bf 

things a given person might do is strictly limited by 

that person. But in this case there's some one else in- 
volved. If you didn't report her disappearance, who 
did?" 

“ Mrs. Kane." Don's animosity toward Mrs. Kane 
was patent. 

44 Mrs. Kane?" 

“ She was Sheila's dresser, I think they call it. A 
hard-boiled old customer. When Sheila left the stage— 
when we were married " his lips twisted wryly on the 
word— 44 she brought Mrs. Kane with her as a personal 
maid. She doesn't fit in at all with the rest of the staff . 
Her manners are atrocious. She's always resented me." 

44 Perhaps your manner to her was not exactly 
placating.” 

Don swept the comment aside with an impatient wave 
of his cigar. 

44 I don't know why Sheila kept her. She's not the 
devoted-old-retainer type at all. I've heard her speak 
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to Sheila in a way that would cost any proper servant 
her place at once. Impudent and surly. It was she 
who found the lights burning in Sheila's boudoir the 
next morning. She had the nerve to come and ask me 
where ‘ Miss O'Shay * was. Nothing on earth could 
keep her from calling Sheila ' Miss O’Shay/ She knows 
I don't like it." Despite the anxiety that wrinkled his 
forehead, Don's injured tone was comically that of a 
spoiled child who is not used to having people do what 
he doesn't like. 

The briefest of smiles hovered at the corners of Dr. 
Cavanaugh's lips, and was gone. 

“ And then?" The calm voice was like a guiding 
hand, leading Don back from his disgruntled considera- 
tion of the failings of Mrs. Kane. 

“ Of course, when I found she had gone like that, 
I was upset. And Mrs. Kane kept after me about it." 
I — I'm afraid I lost my temper." Don flushed un- 
easily. Those who knew him at all well knew of the futile 
rages which seized him, often over trivial matters, and 
seemed so childish in retrospect. 

Dr. Cavarpigh glanced at him obliquely finder cover 
of applying a match to a fresh cigar. The child who 
destroys his toys — and afterwards cries to have them 
returned to him. The worst thing that could have hap- 
pened to the millionaire baby was that his broken toys 
always had been restored, or replaced. 

“ Were you angry with Mrs. Ellsworth for leaving— 

, or with Mrs. Kane for breaking the news to you, let us 
say, untactfully? " 

° I don'fc know— both, I guess," Don floundered’ 

To tell the truth, I thought she might have done it 
just to create a stir. She loved to be the centre of a 
sensation — it had been her life for so long. It might 
have been a sudden impulse, the idea that she could 
? la ^ e me making a search for her, and then show 
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up, laughing, with some fresh newspaper clippings to 
add to her collection. I wouldn't even be surprised if 
this Kane woman knew a good deal more about it than 
she is telling to me or to any one 1 * * 



" You must remember that your distrust of Mrs. Kane 
may be founded on nothing more objective than your 
personal dislike for her, ' ' the doctor suggested. * * You're 
not much given to discounting your judgments in the 
light of your emotions, are you?" 

Don accepted the mildly voiced criticism with sulky 
dignity. 

" I should hardly say that my wife's maid was im- 
portant enough for personal dislike," he said. 

" She may be very important, indeed, for all we know. 
At any rate, if her object was to rouse you to a display 
of wrath, she evidently succeeded. Can you recall ex- 
actly what you said to her? I don't mean to be hard 
on you — your reaction was doubtless quite normal." 
This time the doctor's smile was definite, even genial. 
" Whatever it was, I've in all probability heard a good 
many worse things. And I don't regard it as my job to 
indulge in moral judgments on my fellows. The most 
I'm likely to say to you is that you were unwise." 

“ Well, I — I finally told her I didn't give a damn! 
She turned her back and left; and the next thing I 
knew, the police were ringing the front doorbell and 
asking impertinent questions. I told them as little as 
I could." There was grim satisfaction under Don's 
harassment. 

“ And did you?" the doctor asked. 
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Don looked up from a moody contemplation of his 
shoe. 

“ Did I what?" 

" Give a damn/* 

The young man leaped to his feet, his hands furiously 
clenching and unclenching at his sides. 

" Look here, you can't " he began choking. 

Dr. Cavanaugh did not move a muscle from his re- 
laxed position in the big chair. 

“ Never mind," he said quietly. “ I apologise. It 
was your own statement, you know. Now what, 
precisely, do you want me to do in the matter?" 

“ I want you to get me out of it with a minimum of 
publicity. Everything Eve ever done — and it hasn't 
been much — has been taken up by the papers. If I got 
lit after a football game at college, or took a chorus girl 
to dinner, it was all spread over the country. I can't 
stand any more of it. I can't, and I won't. Just because 
I happen to have money, my wife can't even leave me 
without their getting out extras about it." 

" If she did leave you," Dr. Cavanaugh amended, 
so low that he might have been only thinking aloud. 

" But ~ ' Don's face was a study in angry 

bewilderment. 

" There are other possibilities, I doubt, m fact, if 
the one you have mentioned would be the first to occur 
to most men in your position." 

“ Well, she couldn't very well be kidnapped from her 
own boudoir, in a house full of servants. And by the 
same token, she couldn't have met with an accident, or 
have been held up by bandits, without leaving a trace. 
I did not mean to speak harshly of her just now, when ! 
said she might have vanished just to plague me. She 
wouldn't set out deliberately to hurt any one— she merely 
wouldn't notice whether they were hurt or not, if they 
got in her way. And you must remember that Sheila was 
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used to the most complete freedom of action. She wasn't 
the sort of person you could put in a bottle and keep 
there. Suppose she turned up in a week or two and 
announced that she had merely gone away to pay a 
sudden visit and that it was purely her own affair, not 
* 'that of the police. A pretty fool I'd look!” 

“ Yes,” Dr. Cavanaugh agreed softly. ” But, you 
see, she hasn't turned up.” 

” No-o,” Ellsworth admitted slowly, ” but I still 
think Mrs. Kane may know where she is.” 

" My dear man, beware of obsessions !” The doctor’s 
tone was almost bantering. ” However, you may be 
right, of course; she may.” 

“ I've even thought every day that I might get a 
letter from Sheila herself, with an explanation.” 

“ And if she did leave you — you’ll have to pardon 
k die for being very personal — would she have any reason 
that you know of? If you let her see as plainly as you 
have let me see that you regarded your marriage as a 
failure, the knowledge could not have made her parti- 
cularly happy, could it?” 

* 'She'd never have left me just because I wasn't enthu- 
siastic about our marriage,” Don said with bitter em- 
phasis,. “ She was getting very much what she wanted 
out of it — until she decided that she wanted something 
else. I did think of that, of course — that she might have 
gone with another man. She could turn any man she 
wanted blind and crazy. I know, because she did it to 
me — and the names of some of the others have been 


public property. Only, unless it was some one out of 
the past, I don't know who it could be. Sheila had not 
the slightest desire to give me grounds for divorce. I 
really think, in a way, that she wanted to settle down — 
to play the great lady. At any rate, there hasn't been a 
shred of gossip about her in that respect — and when 
there isn't gossip about Sheila, you can depend upon it 
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that gossip looked around pretty closely before giving 
it up.” 

“ Your own opinion seems to be, then, that your wi: 
must have left of her own free will because there was n 
way for her to be removed against it; and that, on tfc 
other hand, she did not leave either alone or in an elope 
ment because she was satisfied with things as they were 
That seems to be rather an impasse.” 

" It is. And it's just because the more I think of it 
the more impossible it all seems, that I've had to seel 
somebody else's advice on it.” 

" As I understand it, since Mrs. Ellsworth's depar- 
ture is already in the public eye, the only way to turn 
that eye in some other direction is to find out what has 
become of her; and, if possible, to do it before the 
activities of the police stir up more publicity. Is that a 
fair statement of the situation?” 

” If you put it that way ” 

“ I do. That's the bare bones of it, as I see them — 
and if you come to me at all, you mustn't expect me to 
put little paper ruffles on them.” Dr. Cavanaugh's man- 
ner, for the first time, was authoritative. The smile 
which wanned the sternness of his words did not miti- 
gate the fact that he was laying down terms, to be taken 
or left. ■“ And why, by the way, did you come to me?” 
he added. 

“ I hoped you'd be able to tell me what she'd be 
most likely to do,” Don said meekly. 

^ " I don't know enough about her to do that offhand. 
I'm no magician, you know. Any science, even such a 
muddled science as psychology, must have its labora- 
tory material. I couldn't undertake the case profession- 
ally. There's too little to go on. But simply as an 
unofficial adviser. I'm willing to look into it— if you're 
quite sure you want me to.” 
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« Wait a moment." The limpid brown eyes took on 
the polished hardness of agate. " if I go into this at an., 
it is to find out the facts. Suppose the consequences 
prove even more unpleasant than those you ai.e now 
facing." 

* " They couldn’t be much more unpleasant. ’ Don 

looked suddenly tired and white. It is a severe handi- 
cap to be brought up to consider the world your tame 
kitten and then to find that it has daws. “ Any fee 
that you choose to name, of course— and ITl be glad to 
leave a retainer- 

" There'll be no fee about it; if tor no other reason 
than because you and Barbara used to be pretty good 
friends." 

M You know — about Barbara— I—'""’ 

“ You did what you had to do — or thought yon had 
fo do, which amounts to the same thing. Besides, there 
is another reason. It it barely possible that in.s affair 
may become too big for our private handling. The 
police have been known to avail themselves of my ser- 
vices. I shall certainly do nothing to invite' such a re- 
quest, but if they should appeal to me, I must feel 
absolutely free. However, let’s cross no bridges. We'll 
hope it won't come to that." 

“ I hope not," Don agreed fervently, '* Meanwhile, 
what would you advise me to do? M 

“ This Mrs. Kane — is she still in the house?" 

*' Yes. We're on a plane of— of armed neutrality tt 
present. But I couldn't very well ask her to go™* 

. “ Don't She knows your wife perhaps better than 
you do, certainly better than I do. That means uuu ate 
may be useful, whether she wants to be or not." 

“ You think ” 

" I have no reason to think anything— yet." 

Dr. Cavanaugh's leisurely emergence from the deep 
chair left Don no alternative but to rise also. 
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that gossip looked around pretty closely before giving 
it up.” 

44 Your own opinion seems to be, then, that your wife 
must have left of her own free will because there was no 
way for her to be removed against it; and that, on the 
other hand, she did not leave either alone or in an elope- 
ment because she was satisfied with things as they were. 
That seems to be rather an impasse.” 

,c It is. And it's just because the more I think of it, 
the more impossible it all seems, that I've had to seek 
somebody else's advice on it.” 

" As I understand it, since Mrs. Ellsworth's depar- 
ture is already in the public eye, the only way to turn 
that eye in some other direction is to find out what has 
become of her; and, if possible, to do it before the 
activities of the police stir up more publicity. Is that a 
fair statement of the situation?” 

“ If you put it that way ” 

“ I do. That's the bare bones of it, as I see them 

and if you come to me at all, you mustn't expect me to 
put little paper ruffles on them. ” Dr. Cavanaugh's man- 
ner, for the first time, was authoritative. The smile 
which wanned the sternness of his words did not miti- 
gate the fact that he was laying down terms, to be taken 
or left. " And why, by the way, did you come to me? ” 
he added. 

" I hoped you'd be able to tell me what she'd be 
most likely to do,” Don said meekly. 

^ “ I don't know enough about her to do that offhand. 
Fm no magician, you know. Any science, even such a 
muddled science as psychology, must have its labora- 
tory material. I couldn't undertake the case profession- 
ally. There s too little to go on. But simply as an 
unofficial adviser, Fm willing to look into it— -if you're 
quite sure you want me to.” 

" Of course Fm sure! Didn't I tell you 
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" Wait a moment/' The limpid brown eyes took on 
the polished hardness of agate. " If I go into this at all, 
it is to find out the facts. Suppose the consequences 
prove even more unpleasant than those you are now 
facing." 

“ They couldn't be much more unpleasant." Don 
looked suddenly tired and white. It is a severe handi- 
cap to be brought up to consider the world your tame 
kitten and then to find that it has claws. " Any fee 
that you choose to name, of course— and I'll be glad to 
leave a retainer " 

" There'll be no fee about it; if for no other reason 
than because you and Barbara used to be pretty good 
friends. ' ' 

"You know — about Barbara — I " 

" You did what you had to do — or thought you had 
to do, which amounts to the same thing. Besides, there 
is another reason. It it barely possible that this affair 
may become too big for our private handling. The 
police have been known to avail themselves of my ser- 
vices. I shall certainly do nothing to invite such a re- 
quest, but if they should appeal to me, I must feel 
absolutely free. However, let's cross no bridges. We'll 
hope it won't come to that." 

" I hope not," Don agreed fervently. “ Meanwhile, 
what would you advise me to do? " 

" This Mrs. Kane— is she still in the house?" 

" Yes. We're on a plane of — of armed neutrality at 

present. But I couldn't very well ask her to go " 

. “ Don't. She knows your wife perhaps better than 
you do, certainly better than I do. That means that she 
may be useful, whethe? she wants to be or not." 

You think " 

" I have no reason to think anything — yet." 

Dr. Cavanaugh's leisurely emergence from the deep 
chair left Don no alternative but to rise also. 
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“ Wait a moment.” The limpid brown eyes took on 
the polished hardness of agate. “ if I go into this at all, 
it is to find out the facts. Suppose the consequences 
prove even more unpleasant than those you are now 
facing." 

“ They couldn't be much more unpleasant.” Don 
looked suddenly tired and white. It is a severe handi- 
cap to be brought up to consider the world your tama 
kitten and then to find that it has claws. " Any fee 
that you choose to name, of course— and I'll be glad to 
leave a retainer " 

“ There’ll be no fee about it; if for no other reason 
than because you and Barbara used to be pretty good 
friends.” 1 ' ' 

" You know — about Barbara — I ” 

“ You did what you had to do — or thought you had 
to do, which amounts to the same thing. Besides, there 
is another reason. It it barely possible that this affair 
may become too big for our private handling. The 
police have been known to avail themselves of my ser- 
vices. I shall certainly do nothing to invite such a re- 
quest, but if they should appeal to me, I must feel 
absolutely free. However, let’s cross no bridges. We’ll 
hope it won't come to that." 

” I hope not,” Don agreed fervently. ” Meanwhile, 
what would you advise me to do ? ” 

" This Mrs. Kane — is she still in the house?” 

“ Yes. We’re on a plane of— of armed neutrality at 

present. But I couldn’t very well ask her to go ” 

. ‘‘ Don’t. She knows your wife perhaps better than 
you do, certainly better than I do. That means that she 
may be useful, whether she wants to be or not.” 

" You think ” 

“ I have no reason to think anything — yet." 

Dr. Cavanaugh’s leisurely emergence from the deep 
chair left Don no alternative but to rise also. 
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“ 1 wish I knew more,” he said as they stood in the 
open doorway. 

Perhaps you know the old Elizabethan recipe for 
cooking hare. It begins, ‘ First, catch your hare.’ ” 
And with this dubious reassurance Don had to ' be 
content. X 


, , ^ rFER The city editor's raucous voice rose abovi 
the clack of typewriters and the murmured exchamn 
of jokes in the Herald local room. g 

Peter Piper untangled his legs from the rounds of his 

Ch Kil? aUgfat Up a sheet of C0 Py- P a P er a pencil and 
ambled over to the city desk . 

^ I want you to get a follow story on the Ellsworth 
Anything new?" 

’’There isn’t anything new. That’s the trouble 
We ve got to nurse it along till there is. It may blow 
up any fame, of course, but it’s a great story while h 
lasts. And it’s still lasting.” y WDlie Jt 

The city editor, who on dull days was a man m £ 

S"^:S” 8P ° p fro ” 
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He’s not telling all he knows, not by a damn sight. See 
if you can get anything on him. Meanwhile, you might 
go out and see if you can get an interview with 
Cavanaugh." 

“ Cavanaugh! I didn’t know he was in on this ." 

‘‘ He isn’t — not yet. But he’s likely to be. When the 
police are in doubt — and they seem to be in quite con- 
siderable doubt this trip— they always play Cavanaugh. 
Besides, he's good stuff any time. Get him on the psy- 
chology of why wives leave home, or something like 
that." 

Peter blinked — an exaggerated blink which conveyed 
a decidedly adverse opinion of the reasonableness of city 
editors. 

"Hell’s bells. Jimmy!" he protested. "Cava- 
naugh’s about as easy to interview as the Dalai Lama. 
He charges forty dollars a look, by appointment only] 
and then if he doesn’t like your looks — good-night!" 
Peter Piper was a student of law in his off hours, and 
was entitled to wear (though he never did) a Phi’ Beta 
Kappa key, but his office vocabulary was strictly in the 
vernacular. 



" Now don’t go off thinking you can’t get an inter- 
view with Cavanaugh. Because I know you will. Here, 
take these." The city editor thrust into Peter’s hands a 
sheaf of clippings from the office library, each one pasted 
on a strip of coloured paper, and turned to the 
telephone. 


" Lord, what an assignment!” Peter groaned aloud. 
The groan was entirely spurious, because the stimulus 
of doing difficult things was the wine of life to him. Like 
all reporters, he affected to be blasd and cynical, and 
like many of them, thought he would never commit the 
outsider’s solecism of calling newspaper work a game, 
it really was a game to him, played with immense and 
carefully concealed gusto. 
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A moment later he emerged from the locker room 
wearing a soft gray hat— a hat with shapeless crown 
and brim a series of irregular ripples from exposure to 
many rains. He was whistling under his breath. What 
tune there was to this musical performance consisted of 
two phrases, endlessly reiterated, in a lugubrious wail- 
ing minor calculated to make the human listener long to 
lift his nose and howl. 

“ Put it out!” growled the water-front man, whose 
desk adjoined Peter's. Peter stopped whistling long 
enough to grin, then absent-mindedly resumed his wail- 
ing cadence at the precise note where he had left off. 
He tossed all the clippings but one into a drawer which 
already contained carbon paper, cigarettes, a tom bag 
of peppermints, an assortment of very soft black copy 
pencils, and an upset box of paper clips. The remaining 
clipping he thrust into his coat pocket, which already 
bulged with several sheets of folded copy paper. 

“ You'll emit that series of sounds once too often 
some day,” the water-front man said, “ and there'll be 
another axe murder. 4 Crazed Reporter Slays Mate.' 
What's the good cheer?” 

“ Oh, one of Jimmy's wild-goose chases. Nothing 
to it. It's bound to be a flop. If Jimmy got the idea 
that there was a cheesemongers' convention being held 
on the moon, he'd send some poor devil of a reporter 
out to cover it~~and, by heck, he'd get so firmly fixed 
in toe idea that he mustn't come back without the story 
that the chances are he'd get there I” 

Nevertheless, Peter was cheerful. 

Hoo-oo-oo, hu-hu-hu-hoo . ' ' The wailing notes 
were cut short by his efforts to dodge a wadded piece of 
copy paper hurled after him by the water-front man. 
He ducked with exaggerated alacrity and made a hasty 
exit into the library. J 
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He thrust the clipping which he had brought from the 
local room into the hand of the library attendant, “ The 
society department must have run a picture at some 
time or other. If not, of what earthly use are they, I 
ask it?” 

A few minutes later he had recrossed the local room, 
still whistling, and slammed the door behind him. He 
angled his battered car out of the Herald's parking lot 
and favoured the watchman with a hoarse honk of greet- 
ing. Peter called his car ” Boss}/,” because, he ex- 
plained, it had a crumpled horn like the cow in "■ The 
House That Jack Built.” It also had four crumpled 
fenders whose waves and dents were only to be matched 
by the waves and dents in Peter's hat. It was painted 
bright green, and there were two bullet holes in the side 
curtains, relics of Peter's rather too prompt arrival on 
the scene of a shooting fray between the police and a 
fugitive hold-up man. Peter would not have exchanged 
it in even trade for a next year's model Rolls-Royce. 

Twenty minutes later he parked hastily, with a shriek 
of brakes, opposite the house of Dr. Cavanaugh, The 
haste was due to the fact that a small sport coupe, very 
shiny as to nickel trimmings, was at the moment draw- 
ing up at the Cavanaugh entrance. Peter's long legs 
swung over the door, whose catch had a habit of sticking, 
and by the time the girl in the sport coupe had alighted 
and clicked the door shut behind her he was standing 
on the sidewalk beside her, hat in hand. 
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CHAPTER V 

Peter surveyed the girl with one rapid glance, and took 
a chance. 

“ ' I'm a poor man, your honour/ " he began. 

The girl took one step backward, and stopped. The 
backward step was the first reaction of one startled by 
an unexpected voice at her elbow. But Barbara 
Cavanaugh was a girl who usually stopped to look things 
over before running away from them. 

She saw before her a tall young man in a baggy blue 
suit. His thick black hair sprang up recalcitrancy from 
a centre part. His long face was slit by a wide, intelli- 
gent mouth which divided a determined out-thrusting 
chin from bright and peering gray eyes. 

Barbara hesitated for a moment, then grinned -back. 

" * You're a very poor speaker/ " she capped. 
" And while you're undoubtedly mad enough, you'd 
never do for the Mad Hatter— with that hat." 

"I knew it!" Peter crowed. " You look so exactly 
like Alice in Wonderland grown up that I had to risk 
it. I really am in the deuce of a hole, but if you'd 
said, " Sir / or 1 How dare you 1 ' I suppose I'd just have 
had to stay in it," 

Peter forbore to tell her that he had diligently studied 
photographs of Barbara Cavanaugh in the Herald's 
morgue, and had already decided that she looked like 
Alice in Wonderland grown up. The clipping at present 
crumpled in his coat pocket had led him straight from 

the city editor's desk to the library's photograph files 

but there was no use exposing the machinery behind 
an inspiration. ; 

Barbara did indeed bear a resemblance to Tenniers 
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immortal child. She was very straight and slender, and 
so short that her face was habitually lifted a little. Her 
straight hair, yellow verging to soft brown, was combed 
smoothly back from her forehead and lifted behind ears 
that had nothing to fear from exposure. She achieved 
the difficult feat of appearing quaint, even with a 
y** shingled coiffeur and attired, as now, in a white tennis 
dress rumpled from active play and a sweater of vivid 
rose. Perhaps the effect was unconsciously favoured 
by the shy and dazzled look in her wide-set brown eyes. 
Barbara had lived in an orphan asylum until her four- 
teenth year, and she had never recovered from the won- 
der of life, which had begun as an inexorable mechanism 
' and had miraculously taken on the aspect of a fairy tale. 

She stood tapping the end of her tennis racket up and 
down the sidewalk. 

But you couldn't have been after seeing me!” 

When agitated or puzzled, Barbara's voice a low and 

somewhat breathy voice, like the beginnings of wind in 
leaves — relapsed into the diction of her orphan-asylum 
days. 

“ I just was, though !” Peter asserted. “ I'm a news- 
paper reporter, God help it, and Fm out on the Ells- 
worth case.” 

" 1 know nothing about it!” Barbara said sharply. 

Peter s eyebrows lifted slightly. She'd been rather 
too quick about that. He swiftly reviewed in his mind 
information contained in those clippings pasted to 
coloured slips of paper, with the typed heading. 

Cavanaugh, Barbara. It was a slim little file com- 
pared with the bulging manila envelope devoted to the 
exploits of her father, as chronicled in the press. From 
it emerged a general conception of Barbara as a member 
of the younger country-club set, more addicted to 
athletics than to formal social functions. Barbara with 
a silver cup or two, Barbara as runner-up in the inter- 
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club tennis tournament. Barbara arrested for speeding 
and naively telling the judge as she paid her fine that 
she'd " like to leave something extra for the cop 

he was such a pleasant cop and absolutely m the 

right (A good little freak story, that had been.) Bar- 
bara’s name underlined in red pencil in the society chat- 
ter of “ Suzanne.” What did this engaging youngster 
have to do with Sheila O’Shay, who must have crossed 
the forty line (though dates were very hard to find m all 
the stories about her), who boasted in Paris that two men 
had fought a duel over her and another had committed 
suicide in despair of winning her favour, all on the same 

d3 And yet— there was that bit about Ellsworth. It 
might mean nothing, of course; Ellsworth, wrapped in 
the glamour of his fabulous wealth, had always been 
copy. There was Ellsworth's sudden unheralded 
marriage to Sheila O’Shay a little less than a year ago, 
and the equally sudden omission of his name from Ihe 
lists of parties where Barbara was to be found. Sheila, 
of course, in her own sphere, was glamorous enough for 
anybody. In these days only the most faded of dowa- 
gers would decline to meet the latest successor to Helen 
of Troy. Had Ellsworth purposely kept himself and his 
wife -opt of Barbara’s way? All this was the vaguest 
, speculation— but Barbara’s quick and unnecessary disa- 
vowal had undoubtedly given him a lead. 

' a “.Of course you couldn’t possibly know anything 
about the Ellsworth case,” he agreed, as if so foolish 
! a notign had never entered his head. “ Nevertheless, 
•it’&because of that case that I’ve looked you up. There's 
ajqmt on which I think you might help me. If I may 
to you for just a few minutes?” 

»^Ppd why should I?” Barbara said coldly. “ I’m 
not so very used to stopping on the street and talking 
to strange young men.” 
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Her face had shut down as if a blind had been drawn 
across a window. Barbara, who on ordinary occasions 
could easily have passed for sixteen, suddenly looked 
all of her twenty-three years. Her lips tightened, losing 
their childish curve. Her eyes flitted from side to side, 
from the coup6 at the curb to the doorway of the big 
house. Peter suddenly thought of a chipmunk which he 
had caught when he was a boy, and had held in his 
hands. It had lain quite still in his imprisoning fingers, 
its eyes darting from side to side as hers were doing 
now. 

" I think you should talk to me,” he said with slow 
emphasis, " because the Ellsworth affair may turn out 
to be a very serious case. As you know nothing about 
it, it might save you from future annoyance to make that 
{joint extremely clear at the beginning.” 

' Her antagonism was an unsheathed sword between 
them. Her eyes steadied, fixed themselves upon him 
in a' long, considering stare. At that moment Peter 
became aware that Barbara Cavanaugh was no empty- 
headed little fool. Whatever he got from her, he would 
have to win. 

She twisted the racket round and round in her hands. 
Thran she turned without another word and opened the 
door of the coup6, slipping into the driver’s sfat and 
holding the door open for him to enter. 

The racket clattered unheeded to the pavement. As 
he stooped to pick it up before seating himself in the car 
beside her, Peter’s eyebrows once again lifted. 
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CHAPTER VI 


Peter Piper had all the normal susceptibility of a young 
man to the charm of a pretty girl. The difference bl 
tween him and the usual young man was that he had 
learned to gauge its effect, discount it, and lay it neatly 
on one side where it would not interfere with his judg- 
ment. The life of a reporter early teaches the lesson that 
women— even young and pretty women— are human 
beings. Peter had looked into more than one pair of 
wide and innocent eyes, had listened to more than one 
sweet and persuasive voice, had responded amiably to 
more than one appealing smile, and had discovered that 

fronfr* attr f Ct fT T ght not P reven t their possessor 
from passing bad checks or engaging in the art of black- 
mail. Experience tends to dissipate the rosy and" dis- 
torting mist in which one sex views the other; but the 
reporter quaffs strong and numerous draughts of experi- 
ence beyond the limits of his personal affairs. If he 
cannot carry that brew with a clear head, he is soon 
advised to seek a more congenial career, in which he will 

factJ 0Dly ^ lf hlS Sympathies run c °unter to the 

^Peter's head was very clear indeed. He was aware 
of * e fa mt, tmgling exhilaration of following a lead 
tumed in ^ unexpected direction. The feet 
that Barbara was attractive to look upon enhanced her 

SETh? wa^ f the Iea5? befuddle Peter? 

cutties. He was capable of proceeding precisely as if 

Si? an K a " g " Iar ^ter of all too certain yearll 

SjZ, e “ of chiv * ,ry ” KS 

As he glanced sidewise at Barbara’s averted profile 


*\ 1 

: 'ur 


I 







THE TULE MARSH MURDER 


3i 


and noted the firm curve of her chin and the breadth 
of brow belying the childishness of her short, tilted nose 
and delicate colouring, he paid her the unspoken com- 
pliment of not underestimating her intelligence. She was, 
for the moment at least, his antagonist. And experience 
. had taken out of him any masculine conceit that, being 
• a woman, she was therefore too helpless a foeman to be 
worthy of his steel. 

Barbara showed that she deserved the compliment 
by sitting, quite still and silent, in her corner of the 
coupA 

“ What I really came for,” Peter observed conver- 
sationally, “ was to see if you wouldn’t help me by 
using your influence to get me an interview with your 
father.” 

You said you came on the Ellsworth case,” Bar- 
bara took him up quickly. Her hands lay quiet in her 
lap, but there was a tense watchfulness in the poise of 
her small, alert figure. The years had dropped from 
her, dropped like pebbles flung soundlessly from a cliff 
edge into the sea. She was once again the orphan-asylum 
child, stamped by the hard, unremitting effort to hold 
her own, to clutch, bit by bit, at fragmentary advantage 
in that regimen so inimical to the spirit of childhood. 

So I did, Peter assented. “ The office sent me out 
to get an interview with Dr. Cavanaugh on the case 
—his views on the psychology of runaway wives, with , 
sidelights on husbands from whom wives disappear— 
something like that." 

My father doesn’t see interviewers — surely you 
knew? Barbara faced him now, once again the self- 
possessed young woman of wealth and position. Her 
polite, remote voice was calculated to put a presumptu- 
ous reporter in his place. 

But Peter was not to be intimidated by a society 
manner. J 
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“ You're ever so much more like Alice in Wonder- 
land than Lady Clara Vere de Vere, really / 5 he said 
with a disarming smile. “ Look here! I hoped you'd 
help a fellow outfit's my job, you know. I came 
because I was sent; but since I was sent, I've got to 
use ever}; effort to get what I was sent for. That's 
reasonable, isn't it? " < 

“ Ye-es," Barbara admitted. “ That's your point of 
view. But I'm much more likely to take my father's. 
There's a little thing like loyalty, you know. You 
play on my sympathies to get me to persuade father, 
as a favour, to do something he wouldn't do otherwise. 
Well, supposing that'll could — I won't!" The set of 
Barbara's chin was very firm indeed. 

“ Not even to help out Don Ellsworth?" 

“ What — do you mean?" Barbara's voice was little 
more than a gasp. 

“ You and Mr. Ellsworth were privately engaged to 
'be married — before he married Miss O'Shay," Peter 
calmly asserted, 

“ How do you know?" The words came out before 
she could stop them. She bit her lip, and a slow flush 
mounted to her forehead and drained away again. 

“ Look here," Fetter said kindly, “ I haven't any ill 
motive against any of you. I'm quite willing to be 
frank. I simply guessed it. Whatever Don Ellsworth 
does has a way of getting into the papers; and one of 
the things that got in; by way of society gossip from 
our Del Monte correspondent, was that you and he were 
seen together a great deal just prior to his sudden 
marriage. I've the clipping here. But there's no reason 
why you should mind; the admission is certainly 
nothing against you." 

But what does it matter?" Why did you want to 
know? You surely don't mean that you're going to 
drag that in ? I was a fool to let you trick me like that ! 5 ' 

: ; j |; 4 ■' : I f ' ' 
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Barbara’s voice was bitter with accusation of both 
herself and him. 

“ It matters just this much,” Peter said steadily. 
“ There’s more in this Ellsworth business than meets 
the eye— though goodness knows it’s been meeting the 
eye plenty these last few days. Suppose that young 
Ellsworth had a reason for wishing his wife out of the 
way. Suppose that you were the reason.” 

" Gracious, you do leap to melodrama!” Barbara’s 
smile flashed out a moment, and was gone. " If every- 
body who married somebody else than the first girl 
whose name the gossips connected with his were to 
change his mind and murder his wife, the world would 
be an even more jolly place for the newspapers than 
it is.” 

Peter’s eyebrows rose. 

■’Murder?” he murmured gently. “So far as I 
know, nobody has mentioned that the Ellsworth case 
involves a murder.” 

He saw Barbara’s teeth catch her lower lip. Then, 
as if warned against allowing her features to betray 
her, she released it and turned to him a composed and 
inscrutable face. 

" Your own phrase, I believe, was that Mr. Ellsworth 
might wish his wife ' out of the way.’ Putting some one 
out of the way is a familiar idiom, isn’t? ? Pardon me 
if I misinterpreted your meaning.” 

Peter beamed upon her with frank admiration. He 
could discount personal attraction, but he knew better 
than to discount quickness of wit. Peter disliked fools, 
even when they made his own task more simple. 

“ You reserve all your naps for your sleeping hours, 
don't you ! ” he commented. 

Barbara ignored the tribute. 

“I might remind you that your inspired flight of 
imagination has no string tied to it, to hold it down to 
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mere evidence. Yon must know that you can t print 
any such insinuation, Mr. Ellsworth would be after you 
for libel in no time I " 

“ I knew you were a bright girl!” Peter's gray eyes 
shone with enthusiasm. " I didn't suppose society 
buds had a chance to accumulate that much common 
sense. The point is, it's a working hypothesis; and 
working hypotheses sometimes accumulate proof while 
they work. Now you see why it would be a good 
thing for you to get your father to give me that 
interview." 


CHAPTER VII 


Barbara pondered Peter's last statement, with its sudden 
shift of ground. 

"No," she said finally, " I don't see what inter- 
viewing my father can possibly have to do with it." 

4 You thought my hypothesis flighty and libellous 
and a few little things like that— not a nice hypothesis 
at all. Well, I'm not wedded to it. Only I'm addicted 
to theories— I really can't live comfortably without one. 
Your father might present me with a pleasing substitute, 
devoid of dynamite. Even if he doesn't, he's always 
good copy. He would distract my attention from these 
imaginative flights." 

" This sounds like a novel sort of blackmail." Bar- 
bara's face was white, but her voice was cool. Not for 
nothing had she spent the first fourteen years of her life 
on the defensive against the world. " Naturally, I don't 
care to have the fact that Mr. Ellsworth and I were once 
—very good friends dragged into print in connection 
with a sensational story. I should dislike it extremely. 
The rest of your flight into the blue is sheer piffle, and 
you know it." 
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Her voice vibrated in a quick gust of anger; but 
under that burst of indignation Peter detected a note 
of anxiety. 

“ You wouldn't dare print a word of it — you're trying 
to frighten me with bogies. I used to cry all alone in the 
dark, because I knew there was a black leopard crouched 
in the corner of the room, where the broom and dustpan 
stood in the daytime. Nobody ever bothered to come 
and console me. Well, it was good training. I had to 
learn to meet and know my bogies, alone in the dark 
— -and to conquer them. So, you see, 1 recognise a bogie 
when I see one — even a grown-up one." 

For an instant a whimsical smile flitted across Bar- 
bara's eyes, like the shadow of a cloud drifting across a 
meadow. Then her face hardened again. 

“ It comes to this, doesn't it? You offer to sell your 
silence about my personal affairs for an interview with 
my father." 

" Not exactly— though I admit you sound devastat- 
ingiy logical." Peter remained invincibly debonair. 
" But it really isn't so bad as that. Remember, there 
is an actual possibility-even a probability — that the 
disappearance of Mrs. Ellsworth involves a crime. At 
least we'll have to go on that assumption until the lady 
herself turns up to tell us differently. If that assumption 
is correct, finding out the facts is a very far more impor- 
tant consideration than your very natural dislike of 
having your personal affairs become public property. 
I have gained the definite information that you were 
formerly engaged to Ellsworth; and there's nothing to 
prevent my making use of the facts gleaned in this inter- 
view with you. On the other hand, if I had a chance to 
talk this case over with your father, he might see things 
from another angle — turn up something quite different 
and more important. I’m more than willing to admit 
that he's a dam sight smarter sleuth than I am. I'd 
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cheerfully let him knock all my flights of fancy into a 
cocked hat.” 

The slight figure in the driver’s seat turned sidewise, 
facing Peter squarely, rigidly erect. 

• " You said you were being frank. Well, I'm going to 

be frank, too, Mr. ” 

" Piper— James Aloysius Piper, commonly called 
Peter.” ' 

" Mr. Piper. I'm not a society bud — at least, only 
a grafted one. I'm a guttersnipe, really. I grew up in a 
foundlings’ home. I was a homely, scrawny little thing, 
md my hair was straight, so the ladies looking for blue- 
eyed, curly-haired little darlings always passed me by* 
They’d come to look us over, you know. And at last 
they didn't send for me any more, even to be looked 
over. After you're seven years old, there’s not much 
chance. They put me down as * unadoptable/ And all 
the time, as soon as I was old enough to think anything 
at all, I lived in two worlds. There was no hope for me 
in the real world, except to be put out to service as soon 
as I was old enough.” 

Barbara’s eyes were gazing, unseeingly, through the 
window of the coupe beyond Peter’s shoulder. Her voice 
rushed on, low and breathless: 

“ But I vowed I wouldn’t be a guttersnipe — in my' 
soul. Somebody sent an old set of Howard Pyle’s King 
Arthur books to the orphanage in a Christmas box. I 
read about those knights over and over. I lived in those 
stories. I didn’t think much about honesty, but I came 
to care a lot about honour. Loyalty. The aristocratic 
virtues. The kind that are useless and difficult and that 
are not calculated to get you anywhere — if you are a 
guttersnipe. They had a reality beyond the reality of 
the foundlings’ home. Incorruptible. Incorruptible 
beauty/* 
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The hurried voice died away. Peter crouched for- 
ward in his seat, saying nothing. 

“ Well, when I was fourteen years old, Dr. Cava- j 

naugh was called in as consultant for one of the children, 
who had what they call a psychoneurosis. Sensory 
anaesthesia it was — it doesn’t happen so very often.” 

Barbara’s voice resumed its normal tone. “ He is like i 

that, you know. He will take any case, no matter how j 

poor the patient, if it interests him. He saw me in the I 

hall— almost ran over me, in fact, in the dim corridor j 

—and when he had set me on my feet, he stopped to talk 
to me casually. I stood there with my back against the 
wall, and before he left I had told him what I had never 
told any one before. I had told him about the other side 
of me — the side that wasn't guttersnipe. 

" That’s all, really— except that the chance stumble 
over an awkward little girl in an orphan-asylum cor- 
ridor changed all of life for me. I didn't know then, of 
course, that Dr. Cavanaugh was a great man, that I 
was the simplest sort of 1-2-3 problem in his hands. I 
only knew that I wasn’t turned in on myself any more. 

There was somebody else, now, who knew about that 
inside world of mine. I used to slip around the corridors 
like a little gray flitter-mouse on the days when he came 
to visit his patient. I wouldn't have taken a step toward 
him or spoken to him for the world. But he always 
found me, and stopped to talk, or to let me talk, rather. 

I'd save up things in the night to say to him, hoard them, 
and then pour them all out, pell-mell. He was the first 
human being, remember, to whom I had ever really 
talked.” 

Barbara paused, her dreaming eyes fixed on vacancy. 

There was no sound from the figure beside her. She 
might even have forgotten his presence. 

" And then, as soon as the papers could be put 
through, he adopted me— me, the ' unadoptable ’ child. 
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who had no other expectation in life than to live on in 
that gray limbo of drab painted walls. He gave me more 
than luxury, more than education and normal amuse- 
ments. He gave me life itself. If there happens to be a 
heaven, the thing that will shine out in Dr. Cavanaugh's 
record isn't the books that he's written, or the cases he's 
solved, or the curses he's made. If St. Peter tried to 
shut him out, there' d be the ghost of a little girl in a 
gray orphan-asylum frock pulling the gate open with 
her scrawny, unkept hands." Barbara glanced down 
briefly at her slim manicured fingers. " So you see " 
— she leaned back against the side window and turned 
on Peter the clearest, most ingenuous of smiles — " I'm 
not likely to try to bamboozle Dr. Cavanaugh for any- 
body, in any circumstances whatever 1 " 

Peter shook himself. He came, with an inner crash, 
out of a daze into the bumptious world of reality. His 
eyes scanned the face, tilted slightly upward, confront- 
ing him. There was a trace of inner triumph iir that 
lingering smile. 

Is it possible," Peter mused aloud, V that you were 
clever enough to tell me all this in order to tie my hands 
— because you know that I can't possibly write anything 
about you now without your permission? I'm a bum 
reporter, I guess," he added disgustedly, "but I couldn't 
do it," 

" It is quite possible," Barbara assented calmly. “ I 
spent the most impressionable years of my life in fending 
for myself, single-handed. You mustn't forget that I'm 
still essentially a guttersnipe." 
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j CHAPTER VIII 

j * Peter Piper drove Bossy back to the Herald office in 

’ a ° f ^ner turmoil such as he had seldom known. 

| Well — for the moment— you win!" he had said, 

j - And Barbara had not refused the hand which Peter 

j extended. At that moment of parting she had looked 

| more than ever like Alice in Wonderland grown up. 

J Impossible to connect a girl like that with a secret 

__ perhaps a sinister secret. Why, she would not have 

. looked out of place playing house with acorn dishes 
! under a spreading tree !' Peter smiled at the picture— 
a. dreamy boy’s smile, such as no member of the Herald 
staff had ever seen on his face. 

He. brought himself up with a start. Because a girl 
was young and pretty — childlike, even — was no reason 
i at all why she might not be capable of the whole range 
human passions and acts. The cleverest woman 
forger of her time, interviewed by Peter in the city jail 
i where she awaited trial, had been a neat, motherly 

1 person, who looked as if she spent her afternoons in 

j baking cookies and her evenings in tatting. Mary 

j Saunders, the “ tiger woman,” who had killed her rival 

■.j, by inviting her to call and then efficiently battering her 

, sku11 ^h the fire tongs, had a sweet, appealing face 

and the air of one misunderstood by a cruel and captious 
world. 

$ And there was more, much more, to Barbara 

Cavanaugh than an attractive face. 

“ That's where women have the edge on us every 
Y time!” Peter growled. "There’s something to that 
J Turkish veil idea. If they all wore veils, they'd get awav 
| with considerably less.” y 
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He forcibly clawed his mind away from the intrusive 
image of Barbara’s yellow-brown hair curving above 
small, close-set ears.' He even shut his eyes, thereby 
narrowly missing collision with a lumbering track. 

■" All that aside " he murmured aloud. ^ 

All that aside, a wave of spontaneous admiration lifted 
him on its crest. 

“ Hoo-oo-oo, hu-hu-hu-hoo," he whistled under his 
breath. 

“ That girl is no fool,” he crowed, and found an 
inexplicable delight in the admission. Well, he was no 
fool either, if it came to that. Suppose, with those 
fantastic, story-book notions of honour in her head, she 
had felt that Don Ellsworth's defection was an affront 
to be avenged. Suppose she had taken matters into her 
own hands to oust Sheila O'Shay as an interloper. 

Suppose Nothing to be proved as yet, but a good 

deal that was worth watching. Peter Piper was seized 
with a desire to understand Barbara, to know of a surety 
what unifying reality lay behind that wide brow and 
tip-tilting nose and firm chin. He wanted to know. He 
wanted to know, not because it might be news, but 
because the knowledge had somehow become important 
to him. 

And meanwhile? Meanwhile he had a great follow 
story. Dr. Cavanaugh, when he had moved west from 
New York, officially retired — though his reputation made 
complete retirement impossible — had introduced Barbara 
as his daughter, which, indeed, she legally was. The 
romantic Cinderella story of her adoption from a found- 
lings' home, her secret engagement to Don Ellsworth, 
the spectacular young multi-millionaire — a great story i 
And written as Peter Piper would write it, delicately, 
with the fairy-tale quality in it. 

“ There's a little thing like loyalty." Peter found 
that, remembering her words, he remembered almost 
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audibly the tone of her voice, like a little wind in the 
leaves. 

But his loyalty was to his paper, not to a girl whom 
he had seen only once, just as hers was to her father, 
not to him. Personalities must not interfere. That was 
the code. He remembered the legend of “ Big Joe ” 
McCullen, owner of a paper in Sacramento, who had 
refused to suppress the story in his own paper when his 
boy went wrong and was picked up for stealing an 
automobile in the course of a drunken spree. That was 
the honour of newspaperdom. 

And yet— was it all warped, perverted, narrow, this 
code that the paper came before all else? There was 
more to life than the newspapers. This girl’s life, for 
instance 

Peter shot across a boulevard stop sign, and listened 
with unaccustomed meekness to the irate words of the 
traffic cop. The neatly printed “ Press Car ” sign on 
Bossy's grimy windshield goaded the policeman to' fury. 

“You reporters think you own the earth!” he 
bellowed. U 

But Peter did not respond with the expected retort, 
and the policeman, somewhat disappointed by a to® 
complete success, retired to his corner. 

However, the encounter served to clear Peter’s mind. 
He found that, unawares, he had arrived at a decision. 
It was a compromise decision, and he admitted with 
wry honesty that it marked his deviation from the single- 
ness of his newspaper code. Nevertheless, he knew what 
he would do. He would hold the story, but he would 
keep an eye on Barbara Cavanaugh. He gave that 
hostage to his gods. And if it broke big— then there 
would be no question. If there was a direct connection 
between Barbara Cavanaugh and the disappearance of 
Sheila O’Shay, he would have no choice but to act. 
For the present, Jimmy would have to be satisfied with 
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a report of “ nothing doing/' and if he didn’t iike it, 
he could jolly well do the other thing ! At the thought 
of facing Jimmy Sears, Peter felt unaccountably and 
most unjustifiably like a champion defending with his 
body a damsel in distress. And Barbara would have no 
inkling of this sacrificial heroism. Barbara did not know 
Jimmy Sears! 

When Peter banged open the door of the local room, 
however, he was immediately aware of fresh hurricanes. 

“ My God, Piper, I thought you were dead!” The 
city editor’s eye-shade was pushed far up on his 
bristling red hair — a sure sign of excitement. c< Where 
have you been — to Los Angeles ? Cop-ee bo-oy I" He 
snatched the telephone with one hand and thrust a 
bundle of copy paper across the desk with the other. 
“ Shoot this down. More to come on the tule marsh 
story!” he shouted over his shoulder to the semicircle 
of the copy desks, where metal cylinders bearing cop y 
and galley proofs spouted clattering out of their long 
black tubes, or were sent rumbling down other tubes 
lo the composing room on the floor below. 

" You, Piper, get busy on this. Unidentified body 
bound in the tule marsh near El Cerrito. Go over to 
city hall and get Camberwell of the identification bureau. 
Find out what, if anything, they know. I've been wait- 
ing for you — you're the only man sure to get to 
Camberwell, thanks to that story you wrote when he 
was being razzed by .the department. Tell him we won't 
print without permission, of course, but get him to give 
you something. It looks like murder!” 

The city editor pushed his eye-shade even farther back 
on his brow, at the angle, though far from the effect, 
of a mediaeval halo. His harsh voice was jubilant. Any 
one would have thought that murder to him was a 
joyous occasion — as indeed it was. 

Peter exhaled a tremendous breath nf 
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all, he did not have to let the paper down. With a new 
front-page story breaking, the affairs of Barbara 
Cavanangh could well afford to wait. 

" Hoo-oo-oo, hu-hu-hu-hoo,” whistled Peter in a 
wailing minor, and darted crosswise of the traffic to the 
city hall. 


CHAPTER IX 

An air of triumph was plainly discernible in the Herald 
local room. It manifested itself in the demeanour of the 
managing editor, who popped in and out of his private 
office at frequent intervals to confer with Jimmy; in the 
rushing to and fro of photographers carrying large sheets 
of cardboard whereon were spread still wet prints; in the 
Jack-in-the-box materialisation of a smudgy-faced boy 
from* the composing room waving a damp page-proof 
over which Jimmy and the managing editor bent with 
heads that almost touched. 

Jimmy jerked the receiver from the jangling telephone 
at his elbow. 

" I don't care what it is 1" he snapped. “ Unless one 
of them's murdered, don't bother me. Here, Andy, 
take this call! Our east-side man wants to unburden 
his mind about a kid elopement/' 

Peter, on his return from the city hall, had gone 
straight to his typewriter, 

“ Got it I" he hung laconically over his shoulder to 
Jimmy as he passed the city desk. 

"I'll give you twenty minutes — keep it down to three 
quarters of a column /' Jimmy called after his retreating 
back. 

A copy boy stood at Peter's elbow, seizing each page 
to be set into type as Peter ripped it from the carriage. 
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When he had finished, he strolled over to the city desk., 
his hands in his pockets, 

■■ Nobody else had got there. It's an exclusive, all 
right. — and it's straight. Camberwell told me with his 
own ruby lips that Cavanaugh's to be called in on the 
case. In fact, he was waiting for him to arrive for a 
conference when I left." 

" It's a pretty fair yam," said Jimmy. 

The managing editor darted out of sight again. The 
local room subsided into a pretence of ordinary routine. 
Jimmy's watch lay open on the desk, and he consulted 
it at frequent intervals until a boy appeared with an 
armload of papers fresh from the presses, the single red 
line 11 Extra " in view across the top. The city editor 
snatched one of the papers from beneath the boy's arm, 
but his eyes continued to stray to his watch until, a 
quarter of an hour later, the cries of the newsboys were 
wafted up from the street below. 

" We beat 'em on the street by fifteen minutes!" 
Jimmy announced in a tone of deep and almost prayer- 
ful gratification. 

The contentment of the Herald office was by no means 
shared by the two men who sat chatting in a book-lined 
room on the top floor of the city hall— the room from 
which Peter had made a whistling exit not long before. 
The chat was not an ordinary chat, the two men were 
not ordinary men, and the books, for that matter, were 
not ordinary books. Several shelves were given over 
to volumes nearly two feet high labelled with yearly 
dates instead of titles and containing lists of arrests. 
Their size and worn covers gave a certain mediaeval 
atmosphere to a room by no means devoted to mediaeval 
concerns. 

. Camberwell, head of the identification bureau, sat 
tilted far back in a swivel chair which squeaked 
rhythmically as he rocked to and fro. His frame was 
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large, but his head was set forward above stooping 

shoulders the ineradicable stoop of the farm boy whose 

strength has been early overtaxed by heavy physical 
labour. His hands, with their twisted fingers and 
enlarged knuckles, still bore the marks of that boyhood 
toil. But his eyes were the eyes of a student. Since 
the day when, as a lanky youth, an idea had been born 
in his mind from a chance thumb mark in a farmhouse 
album, he had pursued that one idea with the zeal which 
only the bom specialist can know. He still looked the 
middle-aged farmer, but he faced Dr. Cavanaugh with 
the unassuming equality of a fellow expert. 

<# I'm not jumping at conclusions/' he protested. 
" I'm just suggesting a possibility to be tested. I 
wouldn't have bothered yon about a mere highway 
bum, who wandered off into the marsh while drunk, or 
crept away to die of exposure. There's no doubt at afl 
about it's being a woman. Except for that, we have 
mighty little to go on. There's just one encouraging bit 
that I'll show you later. It's only a chance, I know, 
but it's the first chance we've had, and we can't afford 
to overlook it." 

" It was a mute, inglorious psychoanalyst, living 
before his time, who coined the phrase," 1 The wish is 
father to the thought/ " Dr. Cavanaugh smiled. 
" However, that's nothing against the thought. Vm 
quite willing to take it up. Only, mind, I don't promise 
anything." 

It was Camberwell's turn to smile, a reminiscent smile. 
He knew from past experience that Dr. Cavanaugh never 
did promise anything. But the psychiatrist's modesty 
had not shortened the long list of successful perform- 
ances, some of them quoted internationally, other&~and 
these included some of the most remarkable — known 
only to the families of his patients or hidden in the hies 
of police records. 
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Between these two — the doctor, whose heavy figure 
was unobtrusively clad in a perfectly tailored suit, whose 
long pale cigars were manufactured for him individually 
according to his own mixture, and the grizzled man in 
plain clothes who swung in the battered swivel chair 
and rolled in rapid succession a series of Bull Durham 
cigarettes — -there existed none of the antagonism 
traditional between the police and the independent 
expert. 

Camberwell 1 s admiration for the psychologist was 
more than professional. He had not arrived at his 
present office on the top floor of the city-hall tower with- 
out a great deal of incredulous and scornful opposition. 
He had been the first man on the coast to instal and 
classify finger-print records in the old days when 
criminals were identified— or more frequently weren't 
identified — by descriptions and photographs only. More 
recently, he had talked, read, almost eaten and slept 
“ forensic ballistics "—those tell-tale individual “ finger- 
prints " left on a bullet in its passage through a gun 
barrel. He had forced the detective bureau to take 
seriously the measurement of reaction time as a test of 
veracity; a device seized upon with glee by the public 
press, described with inspired inaccuracy, and captioned 
the " He detector." 

As a result, he had bteard himself described as a freak 
and his department criticised as an example of new- 
fangled, highbrow ■**. college " police methods. But his 
methods had held their own in court; and his practice 
of seeking the collaboration of Dr. Cavanaugh whom 
some other members of the department somewhdt 
snortmgly referred to as a “ nut cracker," had not only 
contributed to the defence of his pet theories, but on 
more than one occasion had held him back from serious 
blunders. 

Cavanaugh's association with Camberwell, on the 
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other hand, had led the psychologist to turn his wide- 
ranging curiosity on the problems of personal identi- 
fication. It had given him what he always called a 
“ mere hobby "—but it was a hobby which he put to 
frequent and very practical use. In return, he had 
given to the policeman, struggling through the thickets 
of uncharted research, the encouragement of his support 
in some rather dark and stormy periods. Camberwell's 
admiration of talents different from his own was intensi- 
fied by personal gratitude. 

" So far," Dr. Cavanaugh reminded him gently, 
“ you have two quite isolated facts to consider: a corpse 
that has been found, and a woman that hasn't." 

" But it isn't a corpse 1 " Camberwell's chair squeaked" 
with accelerated tempo. " I only wish it were!" 


CHAPTER X 

“ Oh!” Dr. Cavanaugh said in mild surprise. '* My 
error! I was distinctly under the impression that a 
corpse was the chief occasion for this conference.” 

“ It isn't as good as a corpse,” Camberwell said, as 
if he had ordered one and it had failed to come up to 
specifications. “ Not nearly so good. It’s only- 
remains.” 

“ Well, then, suppose for the moment we postpone 
consideration of the corpse which isn’t there and con- 
centrate on the lady, who isn’t there, either.” Dr. 
Cavanaugh drew several meditative puffs from his cigar 
before he went on : " Every act, of course, is the expres- 
sion of a motive, and the motive behind a given act 
is determined by character, temperament, call it what 
you will. Conversely, if you know a person’s character, 
yon know what motives will operate in him strongly 
enough to produce actions, and what actions they are 


* 
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of luxury. That has been amply indicated by her 
previous career. She is also highly sexed— which has 
likewise been sufficiently indicated.” 

“ It certainly has.” Camberwell agreed again. 

" If she went away of her own free will, there is the 
possibility that she was actuated by a strong sex impulse 
directed elsewhere than toward her husband— I very 
much doubt if she ever felt ; 
toward a man of Ellsworth’s type, 
possibility that Ellsworth put on the 


any compelling attraction 
There is also the 
screws financially 
and she found that being married to a multi-millio nair e 
did not give her immediate access to all the millions to 
play with. In either case, she might have left as 
suddenly and as inexplicably as she did. She would not 
be hampered, you see, by consideration for Don or by 
Ihe fear of publicity. She may, indeed, have planned 
the manner of her exit, knowing the stir it would cause, 
as preliminary press agentry for a return to the stage.” 

“ But in that case — in any of those cases — we ought 
to have got some trace of her!” 

“ I would not underestimate her resourcefulness,” Dr. 
Cavanaugh countered. “ In no sense of the word was 
Sheila O’Shay bom yesterday. However, there is the 
second possibility that she was abducted, perhaps for 
ransom, perhaps by a jealous former lover. And there 
is, of course, the third— that she was murdered. So far 
it’s all speculation.” 

" But this tule marsh business ” 

“ This tule marsh business may indeed substitute a 
second mystery for the first— -or merely add another 
unrelated one. By the way, if it were Sheila O'Shay, it 
would hardly be unrecognisable so soon, would it? Or 
would it? You haven't told me, you know.” 

" That part fits in all right as to time. But it makes 
identification the very dickens of a job. Properly 
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The object which Camberwell held out on the extended 
palm of his hand was a small flat jar of glass with a 
tightly fitting screw top. 

“ Fire is always a freakish thing/' he mused. " With 
the brush dry as tinder, as it is at this time of year, it 
was hot enough to bum nearly all the flesh off this 
woman's bones. Of course, if it was murder, and the 
fire was not accidental, there is the possibility that the 
body was soaked in some inflammable substance first. 
Yet this one little scrap was left. A flame that veered 
in a puff of wind, a bit of earth less dry than the rest— 
weTl never know the how and the why of it, but here 
it is." 

Di*. Cavanaugh deliberately flattened the burning end 
of his cigar against the side of the ash tray before 
reaching for the jar. He was capable of rapid action 
when necessity arose, but he never hurried without 
reason. His only sign of eagerness was the agate harden- 
ing of his brown eyes — a change of expression which 
Camberwell was quick to note and appreciate. 

“ \ told you I didn't bring you here for nothing," 
he said. "You can bet one of those nickels with your- 
self that youTl find this interesting." 

Dr. Cavanaugh gravely selected a nickel from a hand- 
ful of loose change and laid it on the corner of the desk. 
Then he unscrewed the lid of the jar and walked to the 
light of the big window. 

“ Hm!" His only immediate comment was a non- 
committal hum, but when he returned to the desk after 
a somewhat prolonged scrutiny at the window, he 
pocketed the nickel. 
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" This goes to the elephant/' he said; " but it was 
hardly a fair bet. I expected to lose. Your finds usually 
are interesting, you know. Yes/' he added, " I can 
doubtless do something with this — not everything, but 
something/' ■ 

'* It'll be plenty/' Camberwell assured him, " so long 
as you're willing to take it up. You begin where I leave 
off, you know. It's too much for me." 

# " It's only a matter of physiology, which is in my 
line as a medical man. You started me on, this track 
of investigation in the first place, but it happens to fit 
in with my previous training. You have here "—he 
tapped the lid of the jar lightly with a thumb nail—" an 
irregular patch of scalp about an inch in diameter with 
perhaps half a dozen hairs clinging to it. And that hair 
not only belonged, of course, to only one person on 
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maintains, has what he termed * an infinite number of 
distinguishing marks/ even though a million dimes were 
stamped with the same die and minted with the same 
machinery. We can never construct in our imagination 
any idea or image of a dime, or a hair, or a bullet which 
is as infinitely complex as the real object. Hegel is con- 
sidered old-fashioned now, but he would have agreed 
whole-heartedly with your new science of forensic 
ballistics/' 

An acute observer might have harboured the sus- 
picion that Dr. Cavanaugh was drifting along the 
current of this irrelevant discourse with the surface of 
his mind while his real attention was elsewhere. Under 
cover of these meanderings, he appeared to be gaining 
time for some hidden process of thought, reaching some 
pinner decision. But Camberwell was not a psychologist. 
He twisted uneasily in his chair. With so much to be 
done, he was in no mood to listen to a lecture in 
philosophy ! 

Slight as it was, his impatient movement did not 
escape the dreamy, inattentive eyes of Dr. Cavanaugh. 
He shook off his absorption and laid down his cigar, 
as if that small and definite act were the symbol of his 
decision. 

“ I'm as bad as Hamlet's grave-digger. He'd never 
have been allowed to finish his soliloquy if one of you 
detectives had been present!" he said with a smile 
which revealed a surprising mobility of expression in the 
large, deeply chiselled features. " However, I promise 
not to waste any more time. I'll take this home with 
me, where I can take a squint at it under the microscope, 
and give you a report in the morning." 

"You think you can identify it?" Camberwell asked 
eagerly. 

" At least I'll narrow the range of possibilities." And 
Dr. Cavanaugh slipped the gruesome little box into his 
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pocket as nonchalantly as if it had been a package of 
peppermints. 

Camberwell's impatience, perhaps, would again have 
been severely tested if he had seen the psychologist 
several hours later, placidly stretched on the chaise 
longue and apparently concentrating on the production 


ol the series of perfect smoke rings which floated ceiling- 
ward. No one would have suspected that recumbent 
hgure of a preoccupation with cr imp , 


Nevertheless, Dr. Cavanaugh had spent a busy two 
hours, during which the Florentine leather desk appoint- 
ments had been relegated to the .floor and their place 
taken by a sheet of glass. The desk, oddly out of keep- 
ing with the rest of the furnishings of the room, became 
a laboratory table, where Dr. Cavanaugh, his big fingers 
moving with delicate precision, made a number of, 
smears on a series of small strips of glass, protected eacff 
one with a cover glass, and marked it with a red- 

bandwriting Cker labelled in the doctor>s neat, minute 

His face was impersonally calm and intent, as if the 
small objects which he manipulated with rapid expert- 

,wL b H °f n ? e ^ t0 the routine of a Hass-room experiment 
instead of holding a meaning heavy with life and death 

hnnrhf. 4 gedy He ^ almost motionless, 

hunched over the microscope, occasionally removing 

na npr lde another ' takin g notes on the pad of 

paper under his hand without removing his eye from 

fte lens. At last, with a faint sigh, he ftat thTnS 
Ktope once again into its wooden case and restored the 
desk fittings to their accustomed places. Even the sheets 

drawer* 7 P6nClIled notes were thrust casually into a 

s tretchmg himself comfortably on the chaise longue 
Dr. Cavanaugh devoted himself to watching the nro- 
cession of smoke rings through drnwct, 
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To all appearances, body and mind alike were relaxed 
in the aimless reverie that precedes sleep. But the air 
of somnolence which hung over the quiet room was 
illusory. Dr. Cavanaugh was thinking hard, slipping 
ideas and inferences into place as precisely as he had 
slipped the slides under the lens of the microscope. 
Suddenly he heaved himself up from the chaise longue 
and moved to the telephone; then he returned to his 
former position, to await, with his usual quiescence, the 
ringing of the office door- bell. 

Fifteen minutes later the door banged open and Don 
Ellsworth rushed in before the doctor had time to put 
his feet to the floor preparatory to answering the single 
sharp announcement of the bell. 

"You’ve found out something!" The momentum 
of his entrance carried Don half-way across the room 
thefore he paused. The words were half a question, half 
an exclamation. 
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CHAPTER XII 


Dr. Cavanaugh motioned his visitor to a chair, dis- 
regarding the tempestuous manner of his entrance, and 
waited until Don had flung himself into it. 

I don t believe I said I had found anything/' he 
corrected mildly, 

“ No, but — I understood " 

“ That there was some news in which you might be 
interested. As a matter of fact, it is impossible to say 
as yet whether even that really concerns you. How- 
evea:, on the face of it, it seemed worth discussing/' 
“What is it you have found?" From Don's dry 
throat the words emerged as little more than a hoara# 
whisper. 

Not I; I've merely been asked to inquire intb it 
a mt — and, as I told you, I'm still in the dark. Have 
you read the evening papers?" 

I haven t looked at a paper for a week. I won't road 
the cursed things, with my name sticking out in head- 
lines all over the place!" 

“You have not heard, then, that a body burned 
beyond recognition by the action of a grass fire has 
been found on the El Cerrito slope, above the marsh » 
Dr, Cavanaugh’s voice was studiously conversational. 

th » n+K 6 be ? 1 me ? tionin S nothing more important 

than the finding of a golf-ball. 

or what the y’ ve found,” Don 
exploded. So long as it isn’t Sheila!” 

Don was twisting his hands nervously in. his lap 
there was the tension of long-continued strain behind 
the irascibility in his voice. At first glance he looked 
noticeably thinner than on his prevous visit: bnt a 
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ful observer would have noted that the effect was due 
not so much to actual loss of weight as to the lines which 
gave his features a drawn look, and to the dark circles 
under his eyes. 

“ Language is an absurdly ambiguous instrument of 
communication/' the doctor meditated, completely 
ignoring Don's agitation. “ For example, that last 
sentence of yours. On the face of it, it might mean that 
you are indifferent to all else but Sheila's welfare and 
her possible danger — or it might mean that you hoped 
above all things that Sheila would not be found. 
Naturally, I assume that the first interpretation is the 
correct one." 

“ I don't know what I meant!" Don's hand was 
lung out in a gesture of angry impatience. “ I don't 
*?|eel much like entering on a discussion of grammar." 
* “ Oh, but it sometimes matters a lot — quite a lot," 
the doctor murmured. 

' “'Well, I'm not in a mood to choose my words very 
carefully. Suppose Sheila never shows up — simply drops 
out of sight altogether* I'd still be legally tied to her, 
wouldn't I ? Unless a faint gleam of eagerness shone 
in Don's hollow eyes-—" unless I could get a divorce on 
grounds of desertion. Do you think I could?" 

“ No doubt. But that's not the particular bridge we 
are crossing at the moment." Dr. Cavanaugh ruthlessly 
pulled him back. 

44 Well, then, suppose she came back— with all the 
turmoil there's been in the papers. I'd be in a sweet 
position then, wouldn't I? Things would be as bad 
asf before — no, a hundred times worse, because the things 
I put my neck into the noose to secure — decency and 
dignity — would be gone. What a life!" His lips 
twisted in what was almost a grimace. “ I wish I'd 
been blind and deaf before I ever met that woman!" 


Cavanaugh listened calmly 


jerky. 
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- . /spasmodic outburst, his face as expressionless as that 
4 of an image of Buddha. He waited without interruption 
until Don relapsed into a silence as abrupt as his speech. 

There's still another possibility, " he said then. 

“ A cutting of all Gordian knots. I don't say that it is 
more than a possibility. But I wouldn't be too sure, 
if I were you, that the activities of your friends, the 
police, as outlined in to-night's paper, can be 
disregarded." 

With an obvious effort at self-control, the young man 
forced his hands to cease their nervous clenching a$d 
unclenching and lie tightly cosed in his lap. Only the 
involuntary twitching of a muscle at the comer of his 
eyes betrayed an agitation beyond the power of his will 
to conceal. 

I don't understand what you're driving at" he,’’ 
said in a low, breathless voice. “ You said— the bodf 
they found in the marsh couldn't be identified." 

You came here not long ago and asked me to help ‘ 
you, Dr. Cavanaugh went on, as if Ellsworth had not 
spoken. * But the positions are reversed; I am now 
about to ask you to help me. I said that the body I 
mentioned was unrecognisable. It was-except for a 
tiny patch of scalp." Without raising his tone the 
doctors voice took on new emphasis. "That bodv 
belonged to a woman about forty years of age She 
patronised an expensive beauty parlour, and had 

iMhetetS* T 1 b K, ie ? is called a marcel - She was 

fair^of S IfS 8 t aCk narcisse P erfume - She wasf 
fair of skm, with the brown eyes and vivid colour that 

accompany this particular pigmentation Her hS 

naturally red, was darkened to auburn by the use of 

t&1t W h a L WOm l0n £~ in fact ’ rath er surprising in 
mis day, it had never been cut. It was thick and 

uxunant, and she took an extreme pride in it. So much 
for what the microscope tells us. UCfl 
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“ From measurements taken oi the body itself 

Camberwell of the identification bureau was kind 
enough to supply me with the figures over the telephone, 
for I have not seen it myself — we are safe in saying that 
this woman of expensive tastes which she was able to 
gratify, and a somewhat overweening consciousness of 
her personal appearance, was rather tall — five feet seven 
inches. Naturally she would have been of the opulent, 
deep-bosomed type; but she kept herself trained down 
to the fashionable slenderness. The articulation of the 
bones, particularly of the feet, indicates that she was 
trained in dancing. The formation of the roof of the 
mouth makes it probable that she was a singer — though 
she could not have taken her singing very seriously of 
late, as stains on her teeth show her to have been an 
excessive smoker of strong Egyptian cigarettes. Does all 
this convey anything to you? ” 

the face in the chair opposite might Jjave been carved 
out of ivory — yellow-white, with burnt-out coals for 
eyes. Don cleared his throat and ran the tip of his 
tongue across dry lips. 

“You mean — it's Sheila!' 1 His voice was a rasping 
whisper.' 

“ I mean it was some one who at least bore a general 
resemblance to Mrs. Ellsworth/' Dr. Cavanaugh 
amended imperturbably. “ But there is a way of find- 
ing out whether we are dealing with a resemblance or 
an identity. Under the microscope the cell structure of 
the hair is as individual as the whorls that make up the 
pattern of finger-prints. I have the hair of the woman 
Xvho was found dead in the marsh. Will you bring me 
for comparison a hair belonging to Mrs. Ellsworth, from 
her brushes, her gowns — any place where you can be 
sure the hair was hers? That ought to be easy/' 

1 For a moment the face before him did not change. 

* Only that twitching eye muscle marred its rigidity . The 
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teeth were clenched so tightly that the line of the jaw 
stood out sharply. Then a dark flush, almost purple, 
flooded his cheeks and mounted until even the eyes 
were bloodshot. His fist crashed suddenly down on the 
arm of his chair. 

" Tli be damned if I willl" he shouted. 


CHAPTER XIII 


With a single movement that was like the spring of a 
puma Don Ellsworth catapulted from his chair. His 
toe caught in the fringe of a rug. He half-stumbled, 
but recovered his balance blindly, hardly noticing the f** - / f 
check to his progress. In another instant he had flung 
himself from th^room, leaving his hat forgotten onfhe 
table, and the outer door crashed shut, propelled by the % 
backward fling of his arm. 

Dr. Cavanaugh's hand paused a fraction of a second, 
his cigar half-way to his lips. Then the interrupted 
movement was completed as deliberately as it had been 
begun. He had not risen to intercept Don, and he made 
no effort now to follow him. 

M Hm!" The sound was half a hum, half a gentle 
sigh. It was Dr. Cavanaugh's equivalent of half a 
dozen excited ejaculations. He settled his thick 
shoulders against* the pillows of the chaise longue. But 
there were no more smoke rings. Instead, he drew from 
his inner pocket a small leather-bound note-book)* 
propped its lower edge against his arching middle, and. 
proceeded to make notes in almost microscopic hand- 
writing, first on one, then the other, of the two pages 
open before him. 

“ Hmi” he hummed again, like a gigantic bumble- 
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bee, " On the one hand we have a young man of un- 
disciplined emotions subject to gusts of rage which he 
has never been taught to control, unused to delaying 
his reaction to any impulse, caught by the tremendous 
vitality and charm of the dazzling Sheila O'Shay — but 
the attraction evidently soon spent. Query: Why did 
he marry her?" The query was underlined in the little, 
note-book, and further marked by a star in the margin. 
"Corollary: Why did she marry him? Money, 
probably. But did she capture him before he had time 
to get back to his emotional balance, or had she some 
means of forcing him to it? Not inferable from present 
data. Leave that out — confuses the present problem." 
Dr. Cavanaugh accordingly drew a line lightly through 
: ■ the “ corollary." He carefully deposited an inch of 

^ ^white cigar ash in the tray, allowing the note-book to 
* flop forward, then adjusted it again at its former angle. 

" In general, people will subconsciously choose 
wonis that tell the truth, even when it Is not the truth 
^ they mean to tell at the moment. A great little master 
of double meaning, the subconscious is!" he mused. 
" Let's see. Don did not say that he wanted his wife 
back — he said that he wanted to be rescued from the 
undesirable publicity aroused by her disappearance. 
That's quite different. His anxiety was not for her, but 
for the effect on himself. He resented the interference 
of Mrs. Kane and of the police. He didn't care what 
was found * so long as it wasn't Sheila.' 

"On the other hand" — Dr. Cavanaugh's minute 
scratchings were now scrawled on the opposite side of 
$ie facing pages — " his subconscious desire to have his 
~*"wife out of the way might have a powerful and disturb- 
ing effect when the unexpressed wish was suddenly 
fulfilled. There is also his extreme dislike, amounting 
almost to phobia, of publicity, by^ which he feels that he 
has been victimised. The impulse to run away from ,an 
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intolerable situation — all the more intolerable if it were 
to involve him in a sensational murder case — may have 
become overpowering; and so he ran away without even 
considering the futility of the escape or its consequences. 
One thing is certain: Don Ellsworth would not be 
capable of any carefully devised plot. Unless we have 
to do with a person clever enough to convey the impres- 
sion purposely, the whole evidence — what there is to it 
-—does not point to premeditation, either on the part of 
Mrs. Ellsworth, if she actually left of her own will, or 
of her murderer, if she was killed. Ellsworth might 
conceivably act with extreme rashness, follow an 
instinctive immediate course of self-protection, and then 
wake up to find himself in a mess, utterly helpless both 
by temperament and training to devise any sort of 
Scheme to extricate himself/ V ^ 

Dr. Cavanaugh snapped the note-book shut, restored" 
it to his pocket, and heaved himself somewhat wearily 
erect. 

“ That hair is beginning to be important/' he said 
aloud; “ but it's less important for me to get it than to 
find out who is unwilling for me to have it— and why. 
That's what Camberwell and his policemen will never 
quite appreciate. Which means that I'll have to go after 
it myself." 

Having bet himself a nickel that Don Ellsworth would 
not have’ turned homeward after his explosive exit from 
the office, and verified the prediction by means of a 
telephone call, Dr. Cavanaugh pocketed his winnings 
leisurely shrugged himself into the overcoat which 
always hung in readiness in the carved Florentine ward? 
robe that filled one corner of the room, and backed his— 
small unobtrusive black runabout from its place in the 
double garage. 

, The other side of the garage yawned empty. Barbara 
had driven to a party at the house of friends; and for 
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once Dr. Cavanaugh was glad of her absence. After all, 
she and Don had been very good friends not so long 
ago. He might yet have to be glad that the friendship 
had lapsed. But meanwhile, though she often followed 
his cases with eager interest, he hoped that he might 
avoid giving her an account — or, what was just as bad, 
obviously declining to give her an account— of his 
progress in this one. 

The maid who answered Dr. Cavanaugh’s ring at 
the front door of the Ellsworth house stopped short, her 
eyes as round as marbles, at the sound of his name . 
She, at least, was an avid reader of the newspapers; the 
wonders to be expected of the great Dr. Cavanaugh, 
who was reported to have been called in consultation on 
the “ tule marsh mystery,” had been the theme of 
^delightful flights of imagination in the kitchen not an ; 
hour ago. Ethel’s expression was a mixture of awe 
and fright, as if Dr. Cavanaugh, by black magic, was 
■ weave a connection between murder and any 

one so unwary as to stand in his vicinity. 

Dr. Cavanaugh submitted to this fascinated scrutiny 
with patience. Servants to him were human beings, 
and he was neither surprised nor offended when they 
dropped the pretence of being machines. 

I’d like to see Mrs. Kane,” he announced with his 
usual directness, thereby shattering Ethel’s conception 
of the devious ways of criminologists. 

The girl’s face reflected a shocked astonishment not 
unmixed with malice and sheer delight in a thr illing 
situation. Already she could hear herself telling the 
cook that she had let the great man in, that he had 
“■Bcted “just like you or me, not a bit like a crime-ologist, 
and no airs at all,” and that his request for Mrs. Kane 
made her feel “ just like in the middle of a story, and I 
hope he’s got something on that old fussbudget, and 
anyway, isn’t' it exciting, just?" 










64 THE TULE MARSH MURDER 

For the moment, however, she was confronted with 
a social emergency for which she was unprepared. 

“ Yes, sir,” she stammered. “ Come in, sir, and I'll 
bring Mrs. Kane right down— or would you rather I'd 
take yon to the servants 1 sitting-room?” 

“ I wouldn't dream of turning you out of your sitting- 
room, with the radio programme not half over,” Dr. 
Cavanaugh said, smiling a little at Ethel's. surprised 
acknowledgment of this evidence of consideration. “Mr, 
Ellsworth left my house only a short time ago; and 
though I know he did not come straight home, I think 
I may venture to take possession of the library in his 
absence.” 

“ Certainly, sir.” 

Having opened the door for him, Ethel scurried down 
the hall. He listened to her footsteps pattering almost ** 
at a run up the stairs. 

“ So Mrs. Kane does not sit with the other servants 
in the evening. Don was right abput her unpopufsfit^ 
then.” 

Other steps came down the hall, a resolute, flat-footed 
thud-thud. 

Dr. Cavanaugh picked up a magazine from the table 
and was leafing its pages when the door opened. He 
did not look up until, after a moment's hesitation on 
the threshold, the footsteps, a shade less resolute now, 
entered the room. 

“ And what, may I ask, do you want of me? ” asked 
Mrs. Kane. 



1 A 
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Dr. Cavanaugh finished reading the caption under a 
cartoon on the open page of the magazine, smiled 
appreciatively, and returned the periodical with 
meticulous care to its place in the row on the library 
table. There was plenty of time to look at Mrs. Kane. 
He knew the embarrassing effect of a pause; already 
he had put her on the defensive by forcing her to open 
the conversation. 

When at last he looked up his glance was casual, with 
no effect of scrutiny. He saw before him a tall, heavy- 
boned woman whose hair, shinily black like shoe polish, 
was drawn up from her forehead in a stiff sausage 
fpl^gation — the pompadour in vogue twenty years ago. 

" Dyed/' Dr. Cavanaugh commented inwardly. 
“ Now why should she bother to dye her hair? Not 
for beauty, certainly/" 

Her skin showed a network of tiny blood-vessels. 
Her cheeks and nose had a tight, red, shiny look, even 
as her hair was tight, black, and shiny. That nose was 
the dominant feature — a heavy beak overshadowing a 
sunken mouth. 

" False teeth/" Dr. Cavanaugh continued his silent 
observations. “ And put in far too late, after the gums 
had shrunk/" 

Mrs. Kane"s dress, like her hair, followed an extinct 
fashion. It touched the ground with its dusty hem 
binding of dingy black. The collar and cuffs were 
rumpled and showed a faint brown line at wrist and 
neck. 

“ A visit to the cleaner's and the laundry would seem 
to have been indicated — not at all the attire to be 
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expected of a servant in a millionaire's home."^ With 
all this. Dr. Cavanaugh's survey had been so brief and 
unobtrusive as to leave Mrs. Kane with the impression 
that it was she who stared. It was a hard, belligerent 
stare from small but by no means dull black eyes. 

" I won't take up much of your time, Mrs. Kane," 
Dr. Cavanaugh began courteously. “ But won't you 
sit down?" 

“ Fm busy. Besides, I prefer to stand." 

A dramatic old codger! Whoever started the idea, 
firmly fixed in the cheaper sort of fiction, that it was the 
thing to "prefer to stand" in the presence of an enemy? 
Had it an anthropological basis as a sign of readiness 
to give instant physical battle? Dr. Cavanaugh 
decided to look it up some time. Meanwhile, as a 
symbol it had its advantages. It showed conclusively 
that Mrs. Kane was not merely indulging her usual for- 
bidding manner but regarded him definitely jgus.jm 
antagonist. 

**■ Indeed? I should have thought your duties would 
be considerably lightened by your mistress's absence," 
he remarked suavely. 

“ My duties concern myself. I believe you had some- 
thing to say to me." 

Dr* Cavanaugh had some difficulty in restraining his 
eyes from a fascinated attention to Mrs. Kane's mouth. 
The false teeth had indeed been installed too late. When 
she spoke, the upper set moved up and down beneath 
her lip like a stage drop retreating and appearing behind 
a lifted curtain. But her manipulation was expert. The 
teeth moved with a gruesome independence, but they 
never quite fell out, and when she stopped speaking, the 
clamp of her jaws thrust them into place with a slight 
click. The necessity of this constant management gave 
her sentences a clipped, jerky brevity. 

“ Well, something to ask you, rather," Dr. 
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Cavanaugh corrected her. “ Perhaps you know that Mr 
Ellsworth came to me for advice when Mrs. Ellsworth 
— left?” 

" ^ r * Ellsworth didn't seem to bother much until the 
police got busy,” Mrs. Kane remarked grimly. 

“ At your request, I believe.” 

" He made me mad. I don’t say I’d ought to done 
it, if I’d stopped to think. But when I asked him what 
he was going to do he said, ‘ I druther not discuss it.’ ” 
Mrs. Kane’s thin lips snapped shut, and Dr. Cavanaugh 
found himself waiting anxiously for the reassuring click. 
" He’d ‘ druther not,’ indeed ! ” The voice rose harshly. 
“ Well, there’s other folks as has their druthers, as well 
as him. I’ve got my druthers, too, if you want to 
know ! As if realising that she was opening too much 
of her mind to this stranger, she stopped. Her whole 
face seemed to shut down, to become an expressionless 
mask.. 

“ I think you did quite right, Mrs. Kane. You 
showed excellent judgment.” 

The praise brought a momentary flash from the small 
black eyes. 

I don’t know about that,” she said grudgingly. 
Then the impulse to unload a piece of her mind to a 
willing listener became too strong. “Fancy losing a 
lady like Miss O’Shay and paying no more attention 
than if it was a lost dog that you might inquire for at 
the pound when you got around to it! An insult to 
Miss O’ Shay it was — her that’s had lords of Europe 
waiting at the stage door for her, and princes begging 
ha: to take their strings of pearls, and risking what their 
high-and-mighty relations would do, which would be 
a-plenty, if they ever found out. Twist them around 
her little finger, she would, in them days.” 

“You must have been with her for a long time,” 
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Dr. Cavanaugh ventured, in a voice from which he 
banished all undue curiosity. 

But Mrs. Kane was instantly on guard. 

M Oh, you needn't think Miss O'Shay was a has-been ! 
She didn’t have to take up with that millionaire 
whippersnapper because he was a last chance, not by 
no means. And why shouldn't she leave him, if she had 
a mind to, I'd like to know!" 

“ She did leave him, then?" 

“ I know nothing about it." The click this time was 
clearly audible. With amused admiration. Dr. 
Cavanaugh recognised its effectiveness as a means of 
emphasis. 

“ Still," he mused, “ she might not have meant to 
go. Did you ever notice in Miss O’Shay " — tactfully 
he avoided the title “ Mrs. Ellsworth," to which Mrs. 
Kane had shown such marked aversion — “ any signs 
of eccentricity, of instability?" 

“You mean, did she act crazy?" 

“ I should not put it so strongly, but that is the 
general idea." 

“ If you doctors would learn to speak plain English 
maybe fewer of your patients would die. If Miss O’Shay 
was crazy, or if she wasn't. I'd say it was her own 
business. ’ ’ 

“ Yes, it might be." Dr. Cavanaugh’s tone was 
placating. “ By the way, do you read the newspapers? " 
He shifted ground suddenly. 

“Do I read the newspapers!" Mrs. Kane repeated 
the words with indignant scorn. “ I've kept Miss 
O’Shay 's scrap-book of clippings since — for years. And 
those scrap-books would fill a shelf as long as that " — 
pointing to the bookcase behind him— “ I'm telling 
you!" 

" Then you know ’ ’ — Dr. Cavanaugh’s voice was still 
inahurried, but he was forcing the pace now — " that an 
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unidentified body has been found in the tule marsh, and 
that I have been asked to aid in the attempt to identify 
it. I may be able to make that identification complete if 
I can secure a hair belonging to Miss O’Shay. I came 
to ask if you will be so kind as to procure it for me.” 

For an instant Mrs. Kane’s eyes widened, showing a 
rim of white around the iris. The nostrils of her beak- 
like nose flared with the sudden intake of her breath. 
The network of veins on her cheeks stood out against 
the surrounding pallor like a miniature rail-road map 
drawn in red ink. Her lips worked convulsively. 

“ I’U do nothing of the sort!” she said in a high, 
strained voice. 

And then it happened— the thing for which every one 
who talked with Mrs. Kane watched with horrified 
expectancy. Those imperfectly fitted upper teeth fell 
out, and clattered to the floor. 

" Oh,” said Dr. Cavanaugh gently, “ I’m sorry! 
Allow me.” 

His heavy bulk covered the space between them with 
incredible swiftness. He stooped to recover the ghastly 
white semicircle— and as hat rose, the fingers of his left 
hand plucked, unnoticed, a long auburn hair from Mrs. 
Kane’s skirt. 
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CHAPTER XV 


Dk. Cavanaugh carefully tucked the hair between 
thumb and forefinger into the envelope which lay ready 
in his coat pocket. The gesture was apparently merely 
that of rea chin g for a folded handkerchief, with which 
he dabbed his fingers after restoring the teeth to their 


owner. . , 

Mrs. Kane with a sublime disregard of germs and 
complete lack of embarrassment popped the teeth into 
her mouth. 

“ But aren’t you, to say the least of it, interested in 
knowing the fate of the lady to whom you have been so 
long devoted?’’ 

“ Devotion’s neither here nor there,” Mrs. Kane 
responded cryptically. “ I guess I'll find out all’I need 
to know soon enough — maybe sooner.” 

“ Perhaps. And yet I take it you would want to do 
all in your power to bring the criminal— supposing there 
is a criminal— to justice.” Dr. Cavanaugh spoke with a 
mild positiveness as if stating an obvious fact. 

But Mrs. Kane was not accepting any statement 
merely because it was positively made. 

“ Justice!” she retorted with an angry snap of her 
jaws. ” What good would that do? Justice generally 
is just somebody’s fool notion of the way of other folks’ 
affairs ought to be fixed for them. Besides, you’ve got 
a long way to go to prove that there’s any criminal in 
it at all.” 

“ Oh, yes, quite.” Dr. Cavanaugh waved the point 
aside as if it were not worth arguing. 

“ I reckon a lady could leave her house without being 
murdered. There’s plenty that does, anyway.” 
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“ You're quite right. It isn't certain," Dr. Cava- 
naugh conceded. " Still, I believe you were the one who 
was sufficiently worried over Mrs. Ellsworth’s absence 
to notify the police." 

" Yes, I did that. I already told you I was mad at 
the way Mr. Ellsworth acted. And if Miss O’ Shay 
comes back, she may call me a fool for my pains. It 
wouldn’t be the first time she’s done that. At any rate, 
letting the police know T she’s gone is different from get- 
ting her mixed up with the murdered corpse of some 
nobody that Miss O’ Shay probably wouldn’t touch with 
a ten-foot pole. If Miss O’ Shay ever got killed, she’d see 
to it that it was done with more — more — style !" 

Dr. Cavanaugh’s wandering gaze unobtrusively fol- 
lowed the movements of Mrs. Kane’s bony fingers pluck- 
ing at the folds of her skirt. He was listening more to 
the modulations of her voice than to her actual words. 
Was there an undercurrent of acute anxiety beneath 
these disconnected asseverations? 

" Unfortunately, one cannot always control the stage 
setting in such matters," he said dryly. " I’m sorry 
you don’t feel inclined to help us out; but if you won’t, 
I suppose you won’t." 

He picked up his hat from the table, and spoke with 
the mild disappointment of one who has been refused 
subscription to his pet charity. 

" Well, I won’t, so you might as well quit right 
now ! " The click with which Mrs. Kane’s teeth dropped 
into place was very determined indeed. 

As he switched on the lights of his car, it occurred 
to Dr. Cavanaugh that not once had she referred to 
the missing woman as her mistress, nor addressed him 
in any other fashion than as an equal. 

It was late when he entered the lamplit serenity of 
his unofficial-looking office, but he lifted the wooden 
box containing his microscope from a cabinet which 
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looked better suited to liquor bottles than laboratory 
equipment, deftly transferred the hair to a glass slide, 
and for a long time sat motionless at his desk, his eye 
glued to the instrument. Without looking up, he tran- 
scribed a series of minute, indecipherable notes on the 
sheet of paper under his hand. 

Barbara, returning from her party, saw the thread 
of light under the office door. She hesitated a moment, 
her hand lifted to knock. Then, with a weary little 
shake of her head, she thought better of it and flitted 
noiselessly up the stairs. 

The next morning, at an hour when most late-hour 
folk have yet to begin consideration of breakfast, Peter 
Piper was also experiencing hesitations and head 
shakings. 

" It’s one peach of a good murder!” the city editor 
had said with the appreciation of a connoisseur. ‘‘ We 
ought to get Cavanaugh’s report in time to make the 
home edition— Camberwell said he expected it some time 
this morning. You never can tell about these experts; 
but if he doesn’t turn up anything, play it up anyway 
as much as you can, and we’U nurse it along. You drop 
everything else. Piper, and stick to Camberwell. Stick 
if it takes all day. You might telephone in 
occasionally." 

“ Right.” 

Peter, the inevitable copy paper bulging from his 
coat pocket, lounged out of the local room. But he was 
not whistling. He was meditating disobedience to the 
city editor’s orders — with the imminent and definite 
risk of losing his job, and, what was infinitely worse, 
of falling down on a story. But if his hunch was right, 
he stood a chance of getting that report at least a full half 
hour before the boys gathered in the press room at the 
•city hall — getting it in time to beat the opposition and 
getting it direct from Dr. Cavanaugh himself. 
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He stood for a moment outside the entrance to the 
Herald building, and even took a few steps in the direc- 
tion of the city hall. Then he shook his head and darted 
across the street, pursued by indignant squawks from the 
horns of intervening trucks. A moment later the splut- 
tering with which Bossy's engine always preceded going 
into action was accompanied by a low, lugubrious 
whistle. 

Peter was banking everything on a girl whom he had 
seen only once, a girl with whom he had matched wits 
as an antagonist — a girl who would have no idea what 
it meant to hear Jimmy say, "You may call at the 
cashier’s desk for your money ” — a girl who would 
think it a matter of no importance whether you let your 
paper down. And yet he was banking on her! 



CHAPTER XVI 

* ‘ * He either fears his fate too much or his deserts are 
small, that dreads to put it to the touch, to win or lose 
it all/ p ' Peter chanted under his breath. He did not 
reflect that the words had been written as a love poem 
— nor that hard-boiled reporters are not supposed to be 
given to the quoting of Seventeenth Century lyrics. 

Once again he slid Bossy to the curb opposite the 
Cavanaugh entrance, and waited. 

Barbara's tennis dress had not been a fancy sports 
costume. It was built for real play, and her racket 
showed signs of hard usage. If she was the kind of girl 
who got up at eight o'clock in the morning to play 
tennis, the chances were that she did not merely flay 
occasionally. Peter was placing a long bet that the morn- 
ing tennis was a daily work-out. Not being a psycho- 
analyst he was untroubled by the suspicion that his 
subconscious was arranging a possible opportunity for 
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him to see Barbara again— and that he was pinning his 
faith to her because he desperately wanted that faith. 

By the time he had waited half an hour a chill gray- 
ness had seeped upward from his toes and spread until 
it absorbed even the pale sunny blue of the sky. He was 

a fool a fool without excuses. She was not coining. 

Dr. Cavanaugh had doubtless sent his report by mail. 
Even now it had been received at the police department 
on the morning delivery, and Jevons of the Record was 
pounding out the story. 

Peter was so deep in despondency that he did not 
even see the shiny little sport coupe until the corner of 
his eye caught a flash of white and rose as Barbara 
slamm ed the door of the car behind her. With that, he 
was across the street. 

" Thank God!” he said loudly and fervently. 

"Oh, yes?” The comers of Barbara’s lips turned 
upward. ” Is that the way newspaper men say ‘ Good- 
morning ’?” 

" You bet it is!” Peter agreed. " Look here,” he 
hurried on, glancing uneasily at the closed front door 
of the Cavanaugh house. " The other day I asked you 
to do something for me, and you wouldn’t. Now I’m 
going to ask you to do something else.” 

" Meanwhile, you’ve done something for me,” Bar- 
bara said gravely. '* I don’t think you reporters are 
half as inhuman as you pretend to be. I haven’t looked 
in the papers lately, but I’m so sure you didn’t write 
anything about me that I’m going to thank you.” 

Peter flushed. It was a rare opportunity that the staff 
of the Herald local room missed, for not one of them 
had ever seen Peter blush. 

" I don’t know what I’ve done,” he said with diffi- 
cult honesty, " if a big story hadn’t broken and let me 
out.” 

" I’m glad you said that,” Barbara said simply. " I 
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like people who tell the truth — when it isn't necessary. 
It's one of those impractical virtues — you remember? 
Now what is it you'd like me to do? " 

" It's this " — Peter answered with a directness equal 
to her own — " your father is supposed to go to the city 
hall this morning with a report. I want you to stand 
here talking to me when he comes out, and introduce me 
to him. He'd naturally stop to meet one of your friends. 
I'll do the rest." 

" It sounds simple," Barbara said. " The only 
trouble I can see with your very neat little plan is that 
I've never been actually introduced to you myself. The 
friends whom I ask to meet my father are not usually 
acquired so — suddenly . ' ' 

" Don't quibble!" Peter said sharply. " The state- 
ment, you understand, will be public property in a few 
hours anyway. If I can get it from your father person- 
ally, and get it first, I'll have a whale of a good story. 
If I don't — well, I'm sunk, that's all. And if he's more 
likely to mail it than to take it himself, I'm sunk any- 
way." 

“ No," said Barbara. " He won't mail it. Father 
never wastes time." 

" Thank God for that!" 

" Are you always so devotional, Mr. Piper?" Again 
that demure up-curving suggestion of a smile. 

" Only on special occasions of crisis. Will you do 
it?" < 

" Well " — Barbara considered a moment — " I think 
for the occasion of a crisis you almost might be — one 
of my friends." 

At that moment the front door opened, framing Dr. 
Cavanaugh's bulky figure for a moment before he 
descended the steps with his usual air of deliberation 
covering the speed that comes of avoiding waste 
motion. 
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” Can you wait just a minute. Father?” Barbara 
called out. *' I want you to meet Mr. Piper. He's a 
friend of mine, who works on a newspaper.” 

Dr. Cavanaugh held out his hand with his grave but 
friendly smile. 

” My dealings with the newspapers have usually been 
at second hand, ' ' he said. * ‘ But this younger generation 
has a way of adding to our education.” 

” I hoped I might meet you if I came around,” Peter 
said with a disarming grin. “ In fact, I’m supposed to 
be cooling my heels outside Camberwell's doorstep at 
this moment, but I cooled them outside yours instead. 
I'm working on the tule marsh story for the Herald. We 
have it from Camberwell that certain evidence was 
turned over to you for identification, and that your 
report would be submitted this morning. Would you 
have any objection to giving me the substance of that 
report these few minutes in advance? I take it that it 
will be made public at once, of course; but if I had it 
from you direct and — well, a flw minutes before the 
other boys got hold of it, it would be a help.” 

Dr. Cavanaugh paused, his face devoid of expres- 
sion, while Peter felt his hands grow icy with anxiety. 

" Some day,” he said at last, “lam going to write 
a monograph on occupational psychology. So you're 
trying to work a little gentle graft through Barbara 
here?” 

Peter swallowed. 

“ Yes,” he said, looking rather as if he were backed 
against a wall in front of a firing squad. 

"A queer thing, human nature,” Dr. Cavanaugh 
mused, ” If you had denied it, I shpuld have sent you 
packing. But I see no real harm in telling you that 
the body found in the marsh is that of Mrs. Don 
Ellsworth I” 

" Whoopee!” Peter's face was illumined with an 
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incredibly wide grin. His wide-set gray eyes were sparks 
of excitement. He turned to Barbara, his arm extended 
for an eager handclasp. 

But Barbara was leaning against the side of the car. 
her knuckles white where her fingers clung to the door 
handle for support. Her eyes were closed. Her lips 
were only a faint compressed line against the pallor of 
her pinched, wan face. 

Then, with an effort that summoned the last reserves 
of vitality, she opened her eyes. 

|f I'm glad — you got your story, Mr. Piper/" she 
said, and crumpled to the running board. 


CHAPTER XVII 


Dr. Cavanaugh, despite his age and his position on the 
steps several feet farther away from the curb, was the 
first to reach Barbara’s side. Peter, in fact, was rigid 
with astonishment, his face a blank mask of amazement. 
Only the sight of Cavanaugh’s dark figure bending low, 
obscuring Peter’s vision of the little heap of rose and 
white on the running board, brought his feet into tardy 
action. 

Dr. Cavanaugh turned his head as Peter reached his 
side. 

” If your reaction time is always as slow as that/' 
he observed, ” you’ll be at a disadvantage in a number 
of situations.” 

“ What — do you think ” Peter stammered 

inanely. 

” It’s nothing to be upset about,” Dr. Cavanaugh 
assured him. He did not add that the degree of Peter’s 
concern was rather excessive. The sight of a faint 
could hardly be in itself alarming to an experienced 
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newspaper reporter. “ Too much tennis before break- 
fast. I've warned her before that she played too hard,” 
he continued, extracting a small bottle from his pocket. 
He withdrew the cork and waved the phial under Bar- 
bara’s nose. “ She’ll be all right in a few minutes.” 

Peter abstractedly picked up the tennis racket from 
the sidewalk and stood turning it in his fingers. 

“ But can’t I— do something?” he asked miserably. 

Barbara’s eyes opened wearily and closed again. 
In another moment she had struggled unsteadily to her 
feet. 

u “ Don’t be in a hurry,” Dr. Cavanaugh advised. 
“ You’ve gone at things a little too hard and you paid 
the penalty in a fainting attack. Nature’s way of en- 
forcing withdrawal from the scene of activity. A day’s 
rest in bed will set you up finely.”,.- 

Mayn’t I carry her in?” Peter had never in his life 
felt so incompetent. 

There was a hint of humour , in Dr. Cavanaugh’s 
glance. 5.''**.. ° 

" No such romantic measures are necessary, young 
man,” he said. “ My arm will be quite sufficient— 
though less spectacular. I’m not saying this to hurry 
you, but wasn’t there something about your trying to 
get a story to your office ahead of time?” 

“Suffering cats!” Peter exclaimed. “I forgot all 
about it. You’re right, I’ve got to beat it.” 

He was half-way across the street when Dr. Cava- 
naugh called him back. 

, ‘? t y , the wa 7*” said, “ you might return my 
daughters tennis racket. 

For the second time that morning Peter blushed as 
7,***®? h°wn and saw the racket unconsciously 
dutehed m his hand. He bounded back to the curb and 
tilted it against the side of the car. 

Barbara said nothing. She leaned against her father's 
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encircling arm; and, so far as Peter could judge, was 
oblivious of any other presence. 

“If you’re sure there’s nothing I can do ” Peter 

said hesitantly. It seemed somehow heartless to leave 
her like that. It did not occur to him that he had left 
bodies strewn by the roadside after a wreck in order to 
rush to the nearest telephone with his story, without 
a similar qualm. He wanted Barbara to look at him. 
He wanted to know whether her eyes would be those 
of Alice in Wonderland grown up, or of the wary, defen- 
sive orphan-asylum girl, or of the self-possessed young 
woman who drove an expensive sport coupe. 

“ I assure you, there’s no cause for anxiety.” Again 
Peter had to submit to the doctor’s grave scrutiny with 
its undertone of amusement. 

Feeling very much like a small boy who has made a 
blundering nuisance of himself, he once again crossed 
the street and jerked Bossy into gear. It was only with 
familiar hard smoothness of the wheel under his hand 
that his mind lurched’ into clarity. It was a clarity so 
disturbing that he fought it off with an almost physical 
sense of struggle. But it was no use. 

Peter’s brain, temporarily numbed, was once again 
functioning alertly. His emotional bias — and he ad- 
mitted wryly that only an emotional earthquake could 
make him forget that Jimmy at the city desk was wait- 
ing for Kis report — was powerless against the relentless 
chug-chug with which the events of the morning fell 
into place. 

Barbara did not look like the kind of girl who would 
faint easily. She had not seemed in the least exhausted 
when he talked with her. She admitted that she had not 
read the papers recently — therefore she probably knew 
nothing of the body found in the marsh. His memory 
raced back over the words of their conversation. He had 
mentioned a big story but had not said what the story 
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was. Of course there were plenty of people who paid 
little attention to the papers. On the other hand, might 
she have deliberately kept away from them through 
fear of what she might read? It was futile but very 
common defence which led people unconsciously to act 
as if what they did not know for certain was therefore 
non-existent. 

She had fainted just after her father's announcement 
that Sheila O’Shay had been murdered. Was there a 
connection there? She had once been engaged to Don 
Ellsworth — and she did not want the fact to be known. 
Was she protecting Don? Or was her father — who, come 
10 think of it, had been very anxious to get rid of Peter 
before Barbara should fully regain consciousness — pro- 
tecting her? Was he afraid of what she might say when 
she once again realised the discovery from which she had 
recoiled into sudden unconsciousness? 

Peter faced with tightened lips and sick eyes the last 
question of all. Was her friendliness toward himself a 
deliberate device to secure hint on her side — because he 
might find out too much? Was ^he using the age-old 
chicanery of women to beguile arid confuse men? He 
recoiled, despising himself for the suspicion. But his dis- 
like of the idea did not make it any the less possible. 
After all, the method, if it was a method, had been dis- 
concertingly effective! But he knew the danger of 
believing what you want to believe, and he forced his 
mind to meet squarely the image of her face. 

4 ■ Damn it all/' he grunted. " I don’t know — but I've 
# got to find out I” 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

Peter's face, minus its usual bisecting grin, looked 
longer than ever when he dragged himself wearily across 
the local room to Jimmy's desk. He felt physically 
battered. The familiar din of the local-room typewriters, 
the shouts of “ copy boy," the “ bling " of telephone 
bells, which usually were unregarded elements of a 
normal atmosphere, smote his ear as separate sounds, 
distinctly, as if he were hearing them for the first time. 
All this rushing to and fro seemed futile and unimport- 
ant, like the scurrying of mice across a barn floor. What 
did it matter, anyway, whether the Herald beat the 
Record by an edition? 

Jimmy caught sight of Peter's tall, angular figure 
over the head of the society editor who had just suc- 
ceeded in claiming his attention. 

" Talk to me about it later," he said brusquely. 

" But she's on the telephone," the society editor 
explained. 

" I don't care if the Angel Gabriel is on the telephone! 
Well, Piper?" 

Peter leaned his elbow against the wire mail basket, 
tipping it at a perilous angle. 

“ I didn't go to the city hall " he began non- 

chalantly. 

" The hell you didn't!" 

The familiar elixir of the local room was having its 
effect on Peter. He felt a faint resurgence of his custom- 
ary enjoyment in baiting the excitable city editor, who 
leaped after news like a dog tearing after a rabbit. 

" No," he drawled, " but I got an advance statement 
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direct from Dr. Cavanaugh. He has identified the body 
as that of Sheila O'Shay." 

Jimmy wasted no time in congratulations. 

“ Boy I " His voice was a racuous, joyous bark. “ Go 
to the library and get all the pictures we have of A. G. 
Cavanaugh — Cavanaugh spelled with a ‘ C.' " He 
peered across the room at the office clock, pushing his 
eye shade back over the hedge of upstanding red hair. 
“ Go to it, Piper. We'll hold the edition fifteen minutes 
over the deadline. Give us a short lead. Then get the 
clippings on Cavanaugh and write a good follow story for 
the home edition." 

Peter lounged across the room to his desk, thrust a 
sheet of copy paper into the carriage of his typewriter, 
and typed his name in the upper left corner. 

The face of Barbara wavered ^before his eyes: the 
face of Barbara, white, with pldsed^ eyes; the face of 
Barbara with the broad, child^e brow and the smooth 
hair drawn straight back; tfie face of Barbara with the 
determined chin telling him that she was a guttersnipe. 
The face of Barbara 

“ Piper!" the voice of. Jimmy at his elbow was a 
rambling growl. “ This is a daily newspaper, not a 
biennial edition of Who's Who. We're holding the 
presses for you !" 

Peter thrust the face of Barbara out of his mind. 
When a story had to be written, it had to be written— 
“ despite of Day and Night and Death and Hell." The 
line, forgotten since high-school days, flashed out of the 
darkness. Resolutely he summoned the old habit of 
concentration. But it was easier to ignore the world 
outside — the room with its voices and bells and clattering 
confusion — than to blot out that other, inner confusion 
which made his thoughts a clamour of questionings. 

He hammered out a lead — jerked out the sheet and 
tore it up — flung the wadded scraps on the floor in the 
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general direction of the waste-paper basket — and began 
<tgain. His fingers pounded rapidly, steadily — clackety- 
clack, pause, clackety-clack — on the keys of the battered 
typewriter. As each sheet of copy was whipped out of 
the carriage, with “ more to cum " typed at the bottom, 
a copy boy at his elbow whisked it out of his hand and 
ran with it to the city desk, waited for Jimmy's rapid 
perusal, and ran again to the copy desk, where he sent 
it hurtling down the tube to the composing room. The 
city editor bent over his desk, with a man from the art 
room, arranging a layout — Cavanaugh, Don Ellsworth, 
Sheila O'Shay. 

Peter himself took the last sheet from the typewriter 
and laid it before Jimmy. 

Jimmy looked up. ,, 

“ That's a pretty yam," he said. 

It was the highest pinnacle of praise to which a mem- 
ber of the Herald staff ,'cjo’uld be lifted. Jimmy reserved 
his superlatives for .$ie ^important. He unloosened the 
Ml intensities of his vocabulary on a misplaced initial 
in a two-inch item; but when by a juggling of captions 
the mayor of the city was labelled “ Bank Embezzler," 
all he said was, " Oh, dear !" 

“ You look all shot to pieces," he added. " Go out 
and get a good Junch and then walk around for half an 
hour. Here I " * He thrust two silver dollars across the 
desk to Peter. " The lunch is on the house." He had 
remembered that it was the day before pay day — a day 
on which the members of the local room staff were likely 
to lunch on a sandwich and five-cent coffee. 

" Tha nk s," Peter said indifferently. " I'm all 
right." 

" Do as I tell you!" snapped the city editor. " And 
your follow story will be page one— and sign it. ' ' 

Peter drifted past the desk where the society editor 
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was indignantly, though in cautious tones, discussing 
the shortcomings of Jimmy with the water-front man. 

“ Mrs. Ames is one of the most prominent womdn 
in town — the Van Alstyne Ameses, you know/’ 

The water-iront man did not know, but he grunted 
sympathetically. 

“ When she wants her picture in Sunday's paper 
it's got to go. And what was I to tell her? That Jimmy 
didn't care how prominent she was, compared with some- 
body that got murdered, I suppose ! I guess Mrs. Van 
Alstyne Ames is just as important as any corpse. But 
Jimmy's positively inhuman." 

“ I'll say he is!" 

It is the custom of all local rooms to agree on the 
inhumanity of city editors. Peter jingled the dollars 
in his pocket and nodded briefly to the two in passing. 
How important everybody thought his own concerns! 
Barbara didn't read the papers^sh^ probably didn't 
even know what it meant to get a signed story on page 
one. Besides, Barbara y ' 

He ought to be elated instead of tired, and dry m the 
mouth as if he had been- eating chips. Peter had 
written good stories before. But for the first time in 
his life he had written a good story— and did not care. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

" Suspect Held in Tule Murder/" 

The banner line in heavy black type that streamed 
across eight columns at the top of the first page caught 
Peter's eye as the copy boy flung the city edition across 
his typewriter. 

Something in the pit of his stomach seemed to perform 
a sickening flip-flop — the same feeling which always 
seized him when a rapidly rising elevator jerked to a 
stop. The reaction was instantaneous and unreasonable. 
It could not possibly be 

He snatched the piper from the desk and sank slowly 
into his chair, his;eyes leaping from line to line of the 
brief story which' announced that Mrs. Nellie Kane, 
former dresser and maid of Mrs. Don Ellsworth (Sheila 
O'Shay), was lodged irr the city jail. 

“ No charges hav^* been placed against the woman, 
according to Captain of Inspectors, L. B. Davis, but it is 
alleged that she is suspected of holding important infor- 
mation which she has declined to divulge and which, 
in the opinion of the police, may have a bearing on 
the case." 

"Thank God!" breathed Peter. And added, 
" Idiot!" 

He was ashamed of his own relief — a relief which leit 
him light-hearted to the pitch of giddiness. Had he lost 
all sense of proportion, of probability? He decided, 
ruefully, that he evidently had. But his absurd buoy- 
ancy persisted, as if a heavy rock had come hurtling 
down in the direction of his head and had then miracul- 
ously missed him. 

" Because she's old and poor and probably dowdy. 
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p “ Don't pla}/ hopscotch on the way/' he admonished. 
" The cops might get you." 

But Peter was already on his way to the locker 100m 
jf>r his hat, whistling dolefully. 

4 4 Temperamental kid!" Jimmy growled. “ Low as 
the seventh circle yesterday, and now he's ready to 
kick the moon. Talk about prima donnas ! But a damn 
good newspaper man, at that. Lord, the better they 
are, the worse they are. Andy!" he bawled, after this 
brief period of reflection. " Get busy on that annulment 
case. Nine o'clock in Judge Wood's court. And get a 
picture of the mother and baby." 

The tumult of the local room was in full swing as 
Peter banged the door behind him. 

Whatever Mrs. Kane knew had nothing to do with 
Barbara. If the bid lady really knew something — Get 
it? You bet he'd^et it! If that dame knew something 

that would let Barbara out Peter's enthusiasm for 

Mrs. Kane would have astonished that somewhat un- 
prepossessing person if ^e had been aware of it. It 
mounted so rapidly that SyThe time he reached the steps 
of the city hall he v^sk. llmost running, leaving the 
camera man, dragging nis "black box and tripod, to pant 
along behind him. 

Captain Davis, however, was unresponsive to Peter's 
carefully veiled eagerness. 

“ Nothing doing," he said decisively, as Peter leaned 
over the edge of his roll-top desk. " Wait till she's 
charged — if she ever is." 

“ Maybe if I talked to her she'd let something slip," 
Peter suggested. 

“ No chance," Davis reiterated. “ Our men have 
been talking to her all night. She's about as likely to 
slip as the Rock of Gibraltar." 

“ Do you mind telling me— -not for publication — what 
■ you've got?" 
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“ I don’t mind telling you that we’ve got nothing at ' 
all But that’s not saying that there’s nothing to ge1>~ 
She knows more than she’s telling, that’s certain; ariT 
we’ve got to sweat it out of her. So far ’’—the captain 
of inspectors smiled grimly—" our men have been doing 
most of the sweating. I guess you’ll just have to wait, 
Peter. Cavanaugh’s going to have a try at her this 
morning. I don’t think much of these new-fangled psy- 
chological methods myself. But there’s no denying the 
old bird has a way with him. Camberwell got him m on . 
the case in the first place and persuaded him to follow 
it through. They’re two cranks together, and thick as 
thieves. But I should worry if they deliver the 
goods.” 

Captain Davis was well accustomed to the persistence 
of reporters; moreover, though he had learned to hold 
firm against that persistence, he was not averse to a little 
chat with Peter. Somewhat to his surprise, however, 
Peter hunched himself upright and showed no inclination 
to linger in the captain s office ; nor was there any sign 
of disappointment,, visible on his mobile countenance 

" Well, see you later,” Tie remarked with a fine 
casualness, as he drifted out into the hallway. 

He did not, however, leave the city hall. Instead 
he leaned against one of the pillars at the side of the 
entrance door, looking very much like a young man 
with nothing to do and all day for the doing of it Yet 
Peter had a strong hunch that he had never earned his 
pay envelope more assuredly than by the wasting of that 

At last his vigil was rewarded, after a period in which 
an elevator man, a uniformed policeman from the traffic 
bureau, and two reporters from the press room had 
variously commented on his low, breathy and monoton- 
ous minor whistle as something to be taken to the 
morgue, to be the equivalent of an injured cat and a 
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banshee, and to be deserving of ninety days in the 
.cooler. 

|<That whistle lapsed abruptly into silence as a tall 
figure mounted the steps before him. 

“ Good-morning, Dr. Cavanaugh.” Peter extended 
his hand with the engaging smile of a small boy hoping 
for a peppermint. ” I hope you remember me?” 


CHAPTER XX 

“ You are the young man who gets — and forgets — 
his stories. I begin to regard you as a suspicious char- 
acter. What d,o you want this time?” The doctor's 
smile took the sting from his words, as it had a way of 
doing. 

“ You're right — both ways.” Peter was unabashed. 
” Fve got to get a story and I do want something from 
you. I'd like to go with you when you interview Mrs. 
Kane. I want to get a light on her personality. As to 
what she says, I won't use anything without your per- 
mission, of course.” /. 

” Several other persons share your desire for light,” 
Dr. Cavanaugh observed, ” but I understand that so 
far it hasn't been gratified. Why don't you get your 
interview direct?” he added crisply. 

M Because Captain Davis won't let me. But of course, 
if I went with you, there'd be nothing said, ” 

” That's the second time you've told me the truth 
when subterfuge would have seemed easy and more 
profitable. I almost suspect it's a habit with you. ’ ' Dr. 
Cavanaugh's deliberate, unemphatic voice was almost 
a drawl. “ Well, young man, you've flattered one of 
my weaknesses. I had sufficient curiosity to read your 
story. If anybody tells you that he never reads what's 
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written about him, you may put him down as a liar or 
a colossal egotist who thinks that God alone is qualified, 
to have an opinion on him besides himself. And y|u 
didn’t once call me a criminologist. Perhaps a scientific 
training makes pedants of us all. I confess to a twinge 
of resentment whenever I am called a criminologist.'' 

“ Sheer luck,” said the grinning Peter. 

“ Call it luck— or inspired accuracy. Anyway, I’ll 
admit I liked it. You see, I never disguise myself or my 
purposes. I lay all my cards on the table — and let the 
other fellow play them. I’m not even interested in catch- 
ing criminals, as such, though I’m interested in under- 
standing my fellow human beings. This little hobby of 
identification merely helps sometimes to locate the sub- 
ject whose mental processes interest me. I suppose,” 
he went on without change of tone, “ since I’ve inflicted 
all this explanation on you, the least I can do is to let you 
come along." 

"Whoopee!” crowed Peter. 

With a smile half-indulgent, half-wistful the doctor 
led the way down the corridor to the jail elevator. 
Youth ! When a man looks thus tenderly on the ebulli- 
ence of youth. Dr. Cavanaugh reflected, he is growing 
old. The time had long passed when any of life’s in- 
cidents could make him shout " Whoopee ! ” The great- 
est psychiatrist in America glanced briefly at the 
newspaper reporter whose pay envelope held $50 every 
week, and breathed a sigh of reminiscent envy. 

The long, bare room in the women’s quarters of the 
city jail smelled vaguely of whitewash. The matron 
with clanking keys at her belt and an air professionally 
maternal, ushered in Mrs. Kane and faded into a comer. 
Peter grinned. It must be rather a strain to assume a 
n ° + K + y Jt lr T th th , e redo »btable person who marched 
table where the two men had seated themselves 
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“ Mrs. Kane,” Dr. Cavanaugh began with an air of 
■kindly severity, “ you have made a mistake in judg- 
ment.” 

“ You ain't got a thing on me, not a thing,” Mrs. 
Kane snapped, her teeth flashing up and down with more 
than usual rapidity. “ They can talk till doomsday, 
and I'll say the same. You got that hair, by hook or by 
crook, but how can you prove that it belonged to Miss 
O’Shay? Answer me that!” 

“ A good point,” Dr. Cavanaugh conceded blandly. 
“ But if the hair which I took from your dress does not 
connect you with Miss O’Shay, it does connect you with 
the woman found, supposedly murdered, in the tale 
mar sh. Things might be rather uncomfortable for you 
if you refuse to admit that the hair is hers.” 

Mrs. Kane’s month opened, closed again with a click, 
and finally reopened. 

“ Anybody that thinks I’d harm Miss O’Shay is a 
fool," she muttered. " £11 you policemen are fools, 
anyway.” 

“ Not necessarily,” Dr. Cavanaugh argued cheer- 
fully. " But I’m not a policeman. Let us suppose that 
you have Miss O’ Shay’s .best interests at heart— that you 
believed you were best protecting her by refusing to 
tell any of her affairs to outsiders. In the circumstances, 
I still think that you made a mistake in judgment. The 
police are hound to find out — or at least to try to find 
out. And in trying they may uncover— all sorts of 
things.” 

Mrs. Kane, who had stood rigidly erect, sat down 
very suddenly in the chair by the table, as if a scaffold- 
ing under her voluminous garments had collapsed. She 
had had a sleepless night, and, despite her determina- 
tion, she looked badgered and perturbed. The doctor 
made no move to go to her assistance, but continued 
to look across at her with steady placid gaze. He didn’t 
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fuss; he didn’t shout at her and point his finger; he 
didn’t put words into her mouth and demand, “ Isn 
that so? ” He seemed to have some sense. Why not tell 
him — a little, anyhow ? Enough to get those questioning 
men away from her — those men to whom she would not 
talk though they kept at her for a year ! 

“ They’d better have left things alone,” she pro- 
tested sulkily. “ What good does it do to rake every- 
thing up ? If that was Miss O’Shay who was found in the 
marsh, you can bet there was some scandal back of it. 
There always was,” she added bitterly, and followed 
her words with a vehement click, like the snapping 
spring of a trap. 

" Still,” the doctor suggested tranquilly, “ some 
scandals are worse than others.” 

“I suppose they are,” Mrs. Kane admitted '■ 
grudgingly. 

The doctor continued to gaze serenely into space. 
Peter was scribbling indecipherable notes on a sheet of 
copy paper held under the table. The heavy breathing 
of the matron, who was indulging in the corner in what 
she euphemistically called a cat nap was the only sound 
in the room. 

Mrs. Kane also closed her eyes for a moment; but 
when she opened them they were alert, with the sharp 
glint of jet. 

‘‘ ru * el1 you this, if you want to know,” she said 
acridly, “ though I never thought as I’d live to tell it 
to a single soul. That whippersnapper, Mr. Ellsworth 
didn’t want to marry Miss O’Shay. He was wild about 
her at first — and he wasn’t the only man who was that, 

I m telling you — and then he cooled off and wanted to 
back out. They had a terrible fight. But anybody that 
gets into a fight with Miss O’Shay knows he’s been in a 
real scrap. He flung out and said he never wanted to 
see her again. And then she went to a lawyer, she did, 
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and drew up the nicest little breach-of-promise suit you 
_^ver saw. You bet she'd got it all down in writing, too, 
and had kept the letters. It took just one good look at 
that paper and the evidence to bring him round. She 
kept the papers, just to remind him if he ever got funny, 
and they're in the wall safe in her bedroom to this 
day. If you're looking for one person that wouldn't be 
too displeased to have Miss O'Shay out of the way, it 
strikes me you’d better page Mr. Don Ellsworth !" 

Her long skirts swishing, Mrs. Kane rose to her feet 
with what could be described only as a flounce. 

“ Thanks," said Dr. Cavanaugh, quite unruQled by 
this outburst. " I'll do that. I am sure that your infor- 
mation will prove extremely valuable." 

Peter had also risen to his feet. There wasn't a 
chance in a hundred, he told himself, but you never 
could tell till you tried. 

“ By the way, Mrs, Kane," he said, speaking for the 
first time, " I've a camera man waiting just outside the 
door. I'm a newspaper man, and you know we always 
have to have attractive pictures to go with our stories. 
So long as this case is in the papers anyhow, won’t you 
let us have your picture to dress it up a bit? " 

With an amazement that almost robbed Peter of the 
power of action, he saw Mrs. Kane pat her sausage roll 
of varnished hair. 

" Well, now," she said, " I ain't rightly fixed for a 
picture." 

But Peter was already shaking the matron by the 
shoulder. 

“ Hurry up and open the door for the man in the 
hall, Ma," he whispered. “ Your prize prisoner is going 
to pose for a flash 1" 

“ I suppose you'd like me to smile? Dear me, that 
flashlight thing is sure to make me jump a foot ! " 

" Sure!" said Peter irrepressibly. " Look pleasant. 
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right toward the camera, please. That's it— shoot V* 

As the jail elevator rumbled downward Peter turned^ 
to Dr. Cavanaugh. 

■y Whoever would have thought she'd fall for a line 
like that?” he exclaimed. ” Gee, human nature's 
funny, isn't it?” 

” So I've observed,” Dr. Cavanaugh agreed im- 
perturbably. “ But if you'd looked at her hair, you 
wouldn't hav** been so surprised. No woman dyes her 
hair without a reason — or shall we say without faith.? 
You're the first person, I suppose, who has flattered 
Mrs. Kane for a long time. You justified her faith. And 
now, I suppose, she'll be pursuing you, to make sure 
of her conquest,” 

" God forfendl” gasped Peter. ” 1 hope they keep 
her safely parked in jail 1 ” 


Peter Piper stood with his finger hovering over the 
doorbell, in a state of acute and unaccustomed embar- 
rassment. Peter's finger usually attacked doorbells 
without hesitancy. He cocked his head slightly to one 
side and observed that tentative member with detach- 
ment, as if it did not belong to him. 

“ Shucks!” he admonished it with a shake oi the 
head which tilted his disreputable soft felt hat even 
farther over one efebrow. “ Punch, you idiot, punch! 
You can only get kicked out, and heaven knows float's 
no novelty, ' ' 

. The doorway where Peter stood was rather impres- 
sive, as doorways go; but Peter was unimpressed by 
grandeur. Too many mahogany doors had swung open 
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to him — swung open upon suicide, murder, embezzle- 
ment, the downfall of ambition, the price of folly. The 
glamour of wealth had long ago lost all power to affect 
him — he had followed the same story too often across 
Khorassan carpets and splintery bare boards. Yet for 
some reason Peter was undeniably nervous. 

But then, Peter had never before attempted a formal 
social call on a young lady. 

In Peter's set you did not make calls. If you liked 
a girl, you said casually, “ What do you say we stay 
downtown to dinner to-night and do a show?" Then 
you bummed two tickets from the drama editor, and that 
was that. Bu + Barbara bothered him. You couldn't 
say a thing like that to Barbara. Barbara probably 
9 went to her shows in box parties without the intervention 
of a drama editor. He felt as uncertain of Barbara as if 
she belonged to a strange and probably hostile savage 
tribe. He had no particular respect for her tribal cus- 
toms, whatever they were — in fact, he had an extremely 
upstanding respect for his own; but he had to see her 
again. And for the first time in his varied life Peter was 
greatly at a loss as to how to proceed. 

Well, the only way to do a thing was to do it. He 
ought to ‘ Have asked her first, of course. But you 
couldn't very well say, “ By the way, may I cad?" 
to a girl who has just slumped to the running board 
of a car in a dead faint. Neither the etiquette books, 
which Peter hadn’t read, nor the novels, which he had, 
provided for a situation just like this. She'd probably 
take him for a cheeky rough-neck. Maybe he was } But 
still, he had to see her. He couldn't make her out. 
She kept playing hide-and-seek with his imagination at 
the most inconvenient times; when he was dead tired 
and trying to go to sleep, for instance, or when he was 
half-way through a story that had to make a deadline. 
That was the devil of having an imagination! If he 
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saw her again, she'd drop into place, and he'd discover 
that he'd been making it all up. The best way to lay sf 
ghost was to face it. ; 

“ Yes, sir?" 

Peter jumped. The door stood open, framing a maid 
done in India ink and Chinese white. The tone of her 
voice indicated that the door had been open and the 
maid standing there for an interval long enough to 
require patience. 

“ I'd like to speak to Miss Cavanaugh." Peter spoke 
with his best Herald dignity, to cover that absurd start. 

“ Yes, sir. What name shall I give, sir?" 

A small shining tray was whipped into play before 
him. Peter had never possessed a calling-card in his life. 
The only cards he owned were printed, with " Evening* 
Herald " in large Old English letters in the middle, and 

J. A. Piper " in small block letters in the lower left- 
hand corner. He looked haughtily past the small shining 
tray, daihning it into invisibility. 

“ Tell hfer it's Peter Piper of the Herald His tone 
challenged the India-ink-and-Chinese-white automaton 
to make the most of it. The tilt of his long chin even 
indicated that for two cents he'd knock her block oh. 
The automaton stood her ground, undeterred by this 
display of arrogance, 

“ I don't think " she began. 

" Well, you needn't, need you?" There was some- 
thing sudden and disarming in Peter's wide smile. 

" Suppose you put it up to her? I'll bet you two bits 
she sees me. Are you on?" 

The faintest flicker of responsive friendliness rippled 
across the automaton's face. 

“ Will you come in and wait, sir?" 

Peter dropped into the nearest chair in the hall, and 
lapsed into unplumbed depths of discomfort. It was 
like sliding down an inclined plane. " Peter Piper of the 
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Herald ” had slid from his lips by habit. What did 
he want to say that for? It sounded unbelievably silly 
— like " Lord Raven of Ravenswood.” What had he 
come for, anyway? He and this girl had absolutely 
nothing in common. Curiosity — that was it! Curiqsity 
was said to be fatal to cats. " Cats — bats — bats-^p&ts ! " 
Alice in Wonderland. The immortal wonder-child of 
Lewis Carroll's imagination. Was she really like that — 
Alice in Wonderland grown up? Or was he betrayed 
by that trick of drawing her fair hair straight back from 
her round forehead? The real Alice probably grew up 
quite differently. She wasn't mixed up in a murder, 
anyway I Lewis Carroll made fools of us all — he made 
you love his Alice so. 

Peter Piper brought himsed up with a start. That 
word was dangerous. He was walking straight into 
danger — a danger that befogged clearness of vision in a 
mist of sentimentality. Peter had a deep distrust of 
sentimentality. It was all right to be sentimental 
over Alice; you couldn't very well help it, and Alice 
was safely out of harm's way, in fiction. But this was 
reality, the Twentieth Century, and Sheila O'Shay was 
dead and Barbara Cavanaugh had fainted at the news 
of the discovery. There were too many Barbaras — the 
Alice Barbara and the orphanage Barbara and the young 
lady Barbara with all those strange tribal customs he 
knew nothing about. And was there another Barbara— 
a deep, clever, wits-about-her Barbara whom he didn't 
know at all? Well, he had wits of his own if it came to 
that. 

Curiosity. Let it rest there. If curiosity made a fool 
of him, he wouldn't be the first cat to succumb. It 
brought him up in his downward slide toward despond- 
ency to insist on the singleness of his motive. Curiosity. 
He turned his back resolutely on that other, more 
dangerous word. And she couldn't do more than turn 
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him out — in which case he'd remember to slip the black- 
and-white automaton her two bits. He needn't mind 
— he'd been turned out of plenty of houses before. 

But he would mind — he would mind quite sickeningly, 
The other times it was the Herald that was turned out 
— just Peter Piper of the Herald . But this time it would 
be Peter Piper himself. Aghast at his own egotism, it 
dawned — with curses — on Peter that there wasn't a 
chance in the world that Barbara had been consumed 
with any curiosity about him . 

He wiped his hands on his handkerchief — they were 
cold, and damp with perspiration — and bunched the 
handkerchief into his already sagging coat pocket. He 
snatched his hat from the bench beside him. She'd 
know what a fool he'd been — it was too late to help that 
now — but he'd salvage the remnants of his folly. He'd 
get out before she turned him out. He had already taken 
a step toward the door when he remembered the auto- 
maton and hastily clawed two dimes and a nickel from 
the chewing-gum, rubber-bands, and paper-clips in his 
trousers pocket. The little shining tray winked up at 
him from a small table. He laid the three coins in a 
neat row on its gleaming surface, the nickel, being the 
largest, in the middle. Then he glared at it balefully. 

“Damn!" he said softly, addressing the tray. 

‘ 1 Damn 1 Damn I Damn 1 ' ' 

“ Well, if it isn't Peter Piper, swearing at the world ! " 
Laughter rippled through the voice, through and under 
and around, like broken lights playing across water. 

For the second time that day Peter jumped at the 
sound of a voice. 

Then he jerked the little tray a foot into the air, 
tossing the coins high, scattering them to the comers of 
the room. 

“ She's lost her bet! Bless Pat, the automaton's 
lost!" he carolled. 
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Barbara stood slim and straight in the doorway. Her 
clothes, Peter noted, were slim and straight, like herself. 
So were the clothes of every other girl on the street, but 
the fact had escaped Peter's observation. She was a girl 
who never bothered with being surprised. The cascade 
of coins on the hall floor passed without immediate 
comment. 

" Kellie needn't have put you in Coventry like this 
— out in the hall," she said. “ Come on in, won't 
you?" 

She held aside a curtain, and they were in a small, 
rather jolly little room, which seemed to be full of a 
fire-place and orange marigolds. Peter followed the 
casual wave of her hand toward an arm-chair. He was 
already in it before he noticed that Barbara remained 
standing, her elbow crooked across the comer of the 
fire-place. Another of the tribal customs 1 He ought to 
have waited till she sat down. But it was too late now 
— he couldn't very well jump up again. 

“ Well," said Barbara, gazing down into the fire and 
addressing the glowing heap of coal, “ I don't suppose 
you came on purpose to play with the card tray. Don't 
tell me you're after another story i ” 

Peter rose from his chair with deliberation. He was 
more angry than he had ever been in his life before. 
Anger broke over him, wave upon wave, and left him 
trembling. He forgot that he had ever in his life gone 
after a story and been proud of it. He stood over her, 
tall and menacing, by the fire-place, with less than a 
foot between them. His clenched hands were drawn 
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back, the arms slightly bent. Barbara stared into furious 
gray eyes. If she had been a man, she knew that he 
would have knocked her down. She squared her 
shoulders ever so slightly. 

“ Story — be — damned 1" Peter said slowly, striking 
each word a separate blow. “ What do you take me 
for? I came to see you, I tell you ! I came to — to make 
a call!” 

“ Oh! Oh! Oh !" Barbara's laughter was not polite, 
controlled, musical laughter. It was the helpless, 
choking, clutching laughter of one seized and shaken by 
an irresistible hurricane of mirth. 44 So — so that's the 
way you make a call, is it? Do you — do you — do it like 
this — very often?" 

She leaned her forehead against the mantelpiece, her 
shoulders shaking. Against the mighty wind of such 
laughter there was no defence. Peter was caught up in 
it, helpless. Barbara lifted her face, scarlet from chin 
to brow, and wiped the tears from her flooded eyes. 

" No," said the grinning Peter, “ I never made a call 
before." 

“ Let's begin, then. The first thing people usually 
do in the course of a call is to sit down. Suppose we 
do that." But before she turned from the fire-place, 
standing very straight and small before the towering 
Peter, she held out her hand. It was a small, slim hand, 
and yet somehow not incompetent — a hand that would 
be accurate and sure in all its movements, a hand that 
would never flutter or fall helplessly or make futile, 
bungling gestures. Its clasp was very firm, very alive. 

“ I want to thank you," Barbara said, her face grave 
now and sharpened into the withdrawn yet alert look 
which Peter remembered. “ I haven't laughed like that 
since — for a long time." 

The instant's hesitation brought Peter's mind leaping 
back to forgotten reality. 



THE TULE MARSH MURDER 


" You're feeling quite all right again after— your ill- 
ness, the other morning ?" 

“ Quite." The word fell like a pebble dropped very 
gently into deep water. Barbara had sunk into the 
second of the two fireside arm-chairs. Her hands were 
clasped lightly in her lap, but something in the poise of 
her body was wary rather than relaxed. 

“ Please don't look like that," Peter blurted. “ I 
you ever so much better when you're Alice in Wonder- 
land. I like you that way best of all/' 

“ But this isn't wonderland." The sad little voice 
was barely a murmur, from very far away. " Besides," 
— the voice had come back this time, was near and crisp 

and firm, like watercress just out of a brook “ you 

mustn't like me that way, in pieces. I won't be a 
character that you've made up for yourself. I'm just— 
I. If that's not good enough " 

“ It's quite good enough." To his surprise, as if it 
belonged to some one else, Peter heard his voice shaking. 
" I'm sorry I made such a fool of myself, and got mad 
a minute ago." 

“ You were, rather," Barbara agreed. " After all, 
the only times I'd ever seen you you'd been after 
story. I thought it was the only thing you ever did. 
I'm glad it isn't." Her eyes, lifted to his, had the 
disguised beaming friendliness of a child's. 

Peter made a decision. It was rather a momentous 
decision, inasmuch as it sacrificed his gods — -the gods of 
the Herald — without a quiver. 

“ Look here," he said solemnly, " I promise thj 
never mention the Ellsworth case to you again. I guess 
that'll show whether I'm always 1 after ' something. 

“ Oh, but don't do that!" There was a touch of 
panic in the hurrying protest. “ I want to know all I 
can about it. The newspapers never tell 
it's — too late. Don't shut me out. 
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Peter’s hand reached out in a gesture of war ning 
She was giving herself away — and she mustn’t; not to 
Peter Piper of the Herald. The small face turned up to 
him was harried. 

“ Look here,” he said again, “ are you taking me for 
a friend?” 

“ Yes,” she said quietly. “ I’ve no business to, I 
suppose. But I think I am.” 

Peter sighed— a heavy, gusty, and by no means 
chivalrous sigh with which to greet an offer of 
friendship. 

" It complicates things, rather. But it's worth it.” 

“ Thanks.” That was said as a small boy might say 
it, hiding feeling with an abrupt casualness. 

" I can’t help knowing that you are — interested. in 

this case.’.’ 

"lam that.” In the remembered Irish inflection of 
her voice he heard again the gamin, the guttersnipe, 
the girl of the orphanage, the girl who had been like 
a little wild thing in a hostile wood. If she had bared 
her small sharp teeth and struck, in circumstances he 
could not know, he for one would remember that girl 
of the orphanage. He would not blame her for it. tfever. 
But she did not know what she was up against. He 
didn’t know, either, for that matter. He’d have to know, 
if he was to help her. 

" I won’t shut you out,” he said gently. “ I’ll tell 
you anything you want to know. But believe me, it’s 
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there are things I can't tell you, I’ll say so. But Fm 
asking you to be frank with me when all I can promise 
is to be as frank with you as I can. It doesn't seem a 
very fair bargain." 

" It isn't a bargain at all — I'm not dealing in bar- 
gains. Did you , think I was holding out for a quid pro 
quoV* 

“ No," Barbara said hastily. " Now don't go and 
get angry again. You're so — unpredictable." 

" Goodness knows what Fm letting myself in for. I 
may be compounding a felony for all I know. Not that 
I care, only I generally prefer to compound my own 
felonies, with my eyes open. But I'm going to trust 
your judgment — because I believe you've got judgment. 
Only there's just one thing, Fm willing to tell you 
anything you want to know — only you must never ask 
me to withhold anything from the paper unless you can 
give me a perfectly clear and complete reason for it. 
And even then you must leave it to me, absolutely. If 
you use anything I tell you, to keep somebody else two 
leaps ahead of the sheriff — well, that just adds to the 
complications of existence. By the way, the one bit 
of news you probably don't know is that Don Ellsworth 
married Sheila O' Shay under threat of a breach-of- 
promise suit." 

" Oh, I am glad!" Barbara's face was lit with sud- 
den, incredulous delight. “ No," she added thought- 
fully, " I didn't know that." 

"You seem rather pleased about it." The room, for 
all its dancing firelight, seemed gray and chilly, tricked 
out in the flaming mockery of orange marigolds. Don 
Ellsworth belonged to her own tribe. # 

" I am. Up to the very day that I got his wedding ; 
announcement, I thought Don and I were engaged. I 

just had to believe there was some explanation he 

wasn't the sort of person who could let you down with- 
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out a reason. Of course Fm glad to know he didn't 
do a thing like that of his own free-will!" 

"You care — such a lot?" 

" That isn't the point at all. He would cut his 
tongue out sooner than acknowledge that he was forced 
into marriage. It's the one thing I never understood 
— and couldn’t ask." 

" Well," said Peter wearily, " I don't think he'll 
share your transports at having it known. It rather 
puts a crimp in him as the bereaved young husband of an 
adored wife. 

“ You mean — they'll suspect him?" 

" They'll suspect everybody they possibly can — you 
can bet on that." 

Barbara opened her mouth as if for furious protest. 
Then she closed it again and merely squared her 
shoulders against the back of the chair. 

Don's all right," she said at last. " Only I suppose 
there isn't any use shouting about it. But if you go after 
him with any of your strong-arm methods, be sure you 
know what you're about. Don doesn't like newspaper 
reporters — not one little bit, he doesn't." 
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CHAPTER XXIII 


Peter parked Bossy in the gloom of a large shade tree 
at the corner, and extinguished the lights. 

“ If you do get bumped, it can't hurt you very much. 
You've got to take your chances in this game, Bossy 
old girl," he remarked. Then he marched debonairly 
up the gravelled driveway and rang the doorbell of the 
Ellsworth house. When on business, Peter lost no time 
over doorbells. And he was on business now — on detail 
to cover the Ellsworth house and not to come back till 
he got something. That it was now nine o'clock in the 
evening, and Peter's working day, supposedly closed at 
four, meant nothing to Jimmy. To be fair, it meant 
very little to Peter, either. His gray overcoat was worn 
smooth at the cuffs so that the criss-cross of threads 
was plainly visible to the observing, and one pocket 
was ripped half-way down by the jamming of copy 
paper, folded magazines, and large apples into its 
capacious maw, but he wore it as jauntily as if it were 
an opera cape. Peter, on an assignment, was not to be 
intimidated by men, angels, or butlers. 

The door opened with surprising promptness and 
revealed a young man with eyebrows done in char- 
coal, a sullen mouth, and eyes puffy from lack of sleep, 
whose hat and overcoat indicated that he was just 
leaving the house. He had the air of one not so much 
answering the doorbell as accidentally coinciding with it. 

Peter stepped at once into the shaft of light that 
streamed from the open door. 

" Oh, you rang? Some one will answer the door in 
a minute." The young man woul&Jjave brushed past 
if Peter had not obviously and bulidly stood in the 
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44 I rather think you’re the person I want to see/’ 
Peter remarked easily, with one of his friendliest grins. 
“ In that case, mayn’t we consider the door already 
answered? You’re Mr. Don Ellsworth, I think.” 

4 4 What did you want to see me about? I’m in rather 
a hurry.” The voice was brusque and non-committal. 

44 I think it would be worth your while to wait for a 
few minutes,” Peter said firmly. 

44 I don’t believe I know who you are ?” The 

young man, defensive but puzzled, peered at Peter’s 
tindly and quite unabashed countenance. 

44 You don’t. I’m Peter Piper of the Herald . I’m 
sorry to have to trouble you at this time, when I know 
you must be busy and worried, but if you can give me 
a ten-minute interview it will help greatly in putting 
your position in a proper light before the public.” 

44 I have nothing whatever to say in which the public 
is interested.” The voice was controlled, but the heavy 
brows drew together in a single line across Don 
Ellsworth's forehead. 

44 I’m sony, but the public already is interested. It’s 
painful to you, but you can’t help it. Certainly I can’t 
help it. It’s news. That news will be printed, despite 
you and me. If it were news about somebody else, 
you’d read it. It happens to be news about you, and 
other people insist on reading it. Believe me, I’m not 
invading your privacy because it’s my personal idea 
of fun. But if you answer my questions frankly, what 
you say will derive an immense advantage from being 
said by you of your own free will. You can’t keep the 
public out of it, so you’d better have them on your 
side. I’m giving you your chance.” 

Peter spoke rapidly, emphatically, but without raising 
Ms voice. His head was thrust a little forward, his 
bright, near-sighted gray eyes steadily fixed on the dark 
face before him. He saw that face whiten about the 
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lips, saw the veins bulge at the temples — and stepped 
back just in time to avoid the lunging sidewise blow 
whose impetus brought Ellsworth through the open door, 
which crashed shut behind him. 

Don required Peter's steadying touch on his elbow 
to recover his balance and prevent his plunging forward 
down the steps. He was not even conscious of that 
briefly supporting hand. 

“ I may not keep the public out, but I can keep you 
out!" he said, turning toward the vague blot of shadow 
on the darkened porch which was Peter. " And every 
other newspaper reporter, too. I've not one single word 
to give to the press now or at any other time. That's 
my answer!" 

“ Very well," said Peter imperturbably; but he said 
it to Don Ellsworth's back, rapidly losing its form as 
a shadow among other shadows as he dashed down the 
driveway, his feet scuffling with vicious force on the 
unoffending gravel. 

“ And the worst of it is," mused Peter as he followed 
at a more leisurely gait, pausing to light a cigarette from 
a crumpled package which he exhumed from his over- 
coat pocket, " he may have to give all those words to 
men from the district attorney's office, and they'll pass 
them along to us; and by that time they may not sound 
so well — not half so well. But Barbara's tip was 
certainly a good one. I almost think he doesn't like 
reporters-— not one little bit he doesn't!" 

Peter's evening assignment was by no means con- 
cluded. He returned to the dark and almost invisible 
Bossy at the corner, and looked carefully up ancbdown 
both streets before he decided that he might properly 
venture the glow of his lighted cigarette behind the side 
curtains. He did not know precisely what he was waiting 
for, but he waited in a state of alert quiescence. * v 

If the police should force the pace and come with a 
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CV* warrant to search the house, Peter was going to be there. 
They might let the Kane woman out — though that was 
unlikely; she was fairly sure to be held as a material 
witness unless Ellsworth gave bail for her, and Peter 
was of the opinion that Ellsworth would bear with 
equanimity Mrs. Kane’s absence from his house. Or 
something altogether unforeseen might break. You 
never could tell. He might better have followed 
Ellsworth; but after all, he had nothing to go on there 
— and anyway, his present job was with the house. 

It was neither the returning Ellsworth nor Mrs. Kane 
whose appearance brought Peter leaning forward in the 
front seat an hour later, bht a small black runabout 
from which emerged the broad shoulders and rotund 
form of Dr. Cavanaugh. He walked up the driveway 
with long, leisurely strides, and stood in parley for 
some minutes with the maid at the entrance. 

Peter had closed Bossy’s door gently behind him and 
was half-way across the street when he paused. 

" After all, I can’t very well trail the doctor like a 
faithful pup/’ he pondered. " He’s been pretty good 
to me, and I cka't want to brea| the charm. It’s just 
possible I might be in the way.” While he still hesitated, 
the front door closed and the house turned to him a 
shut, impenetrable face. 

Peter, however, did not recross the street. Instead, 
he turned the comer and gazed upward at the dark side 
of the house. A pergola led to a garden at the rear, 
and above the pergola to the left a faint gleam of glass 
indicated what was probably a sunporch. A few lights 
still shone from the lower floor at the back—” servants* 
rooms,” commented Peter— and a dimmer light, as if 
penetrating a dark room before reaching the street, 
indicated the front hall. 

Hm, meditated Peter. ” Now where the dickens 
did the great Cavanaugh go to?” 
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As if in answer a light — bright, definite, unshaded — 
flashed on in the room over the pergola, on the second 
floor. 

*'* Now I wonder. Suppose I have a look-see. If it's 
none of my business, I can just climb down agaim If 
it is, I'll crash the front door, ask for the doctor, and 
trust to him to let me in on it. Of course, if I'm 
caught on that pergola-thing, it may take a fair bit of 
explaining. 

It was the , idea of that possible explanation that 
determined Peter. Jimmy would not back him up in 
any such performance — Jirqmy, having told him to cover 
the Ellsworth house and nSfeQome back till he got some- 
thing, would merely take his copy and read him a lecture 
if he got into difficulties. But the lecture would not be 
nearly so hard to take as if he didn't turn in any copy. 

He could hear himself arguing with a bevy of frightened, 
indignant, incredulous servants, who would thoroughly 
enjoy the excitement of capturing a burglar red-handed. 

He could see himself submitting with sang-froid to a J 

ride to the police station in the jangling patrol wagon, 
and then confronting the irate, sputterpg, and friendly 
Captain Davis, who would ask him if he expected to 
get away with murder. Decidedly, such a culmination ; 

would not be without its points. 

Neither, Peter discovered, was the pergola without its 
points. They were the sharp half-inch points of a 
particularly stalwart variety of climbing rose. They 
made long claw-marks on his calves, and his hands 
seemed to encounter them with unerring and painful 
precision. 

v Gosh, what a cat fight!" breathed Peter. “ If I 
don't claim damages under the workmen's compensation 
act for this " 

He began his climb at the farther garden end of the 
pergola and walked, crouching, along the top, where 



UR. CAVANAUGH s broad back loomed directly in the 
field of Peter’s vision. He was seated somewhat absurdly 
on a very small chair whose long spindling legs and short 
back gave it the distorted look of something that had 
started out to be tall ;and had stopped growing. It was 
the sort of chair pecriiar to ladies’ dressing-tables, but 
as this was the first jbne Peter had ever seen a lady’s 
dressing-table, it agf eared to him something of a 
monstrosity. Dr. C&vanaugh’s solid bulk, clad in its 
usual sober black, projected beyond his insufficient seat" 
he looked, Peter thought, rather like a block of granite 
balanced on th^top of four far too slender stakes. 

The dressing-table itself — a glass- topped, triple- 
mirrored affair on which at the present moment the 
doctor rested a nonchalant elbow— —was covered with a 
surprising multitude of objects, each of which looked 
like something else. The glass bottle of rose-coloured 
bath salts had the form of an elephant; a squat object 
which should have been a jar of cold cream masqueraded 
as an overblown pink rose. A long stick with a wide flat 
circle of powder puff at the end was painted with the 
face of a black-and-pink, very exetic lady. The bases 
a procession of bottles peeped from the wide-spread 
taffeta skirts of a row of dolls. 

Peter's entranced gaze veered to a small stand near 
y on which rested a telephone book in a tapestry cover 
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bound in gilt braid together with another and larger 
doll concealing the telephone instrument. The electric- 
light brackets by the dressing-table were shaped like 
candles, with small pointed globes, and the reading lamp 
by the bed cast its rosy glow through the frosted pe tals 
of a cabbage-shaped flower. 

Peter shifted his weight from one cramped leg to the 
other. 

“ Gosh!” he breathed. ” What a way to live! No 
wonder somebody bumped her off!” 

His change of position brought him within sight of 
the door, where stood a girl in maid's uniform. Her 
round flushed face was a study in alarm, pleased excite- 
ment, and admiring awe. It was a larger number of 
emotions than her ingenuous countenance was used to 
expressing at once, and the effort had widened her eyes 
to the roundness of very btye'tjnarbles. She stood 
fiddling with the door-knob, obviously seeking an excuse 
to remain in the room. The stolid set of Dr. Cavanaugh's 
shoulders and his relaxed attitude before the dressing- 
table indicated bland and patient waiting. 

In the darkness Peter grinned. 

“ She'd give her eye teeth to stay, and the doctor 
is calmly sitting her out,” he opined. The wiiidow was 
closed and he could not hear what was said; but in 
another moment the maid, with a broad smile making 
her cheeks bulge rounder than ever and a lingering gaze 
of extreme respect toward the figure at the dressing- 
table, withdrew, closing the door behind her. 

Peter eased himself to his knees and reached for the 
upper ledge of the window. He had no intention of 
spying. He would open the window and tell the doctor 
he was there. Then, if he wasn't wanted, he'd depart 
along the thorny path by which he had come. Dr. 
Cavanaugh's eyes reflected in the wide mirror of the 
dressing-table suddenly met his— met them without 
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change of expression, but with an unmistakable glance 
of recognition. In another instant, the window was 
quietly opened from within. 

“ You might as well come in— you seem to be a 
fairly ubiquitous young man, by the way.” 

Peter felt exactly like a small boy caught in the 
fanner’s apple orchard and required to make an 
ignominious descent from the tree. Stiffly he thrust his 
long legs over the window sill. His first words seemed 
to himself absurdly inadequate to the situation. 

“ But— but you couldn’t possibly have seen me in 
that mirror! he stammered. “ I was behind a window 
at least fifteen feet away, and in the dark!” 

The doctor gently closed the window before turning 
to the astonished and shamefaced Peter. 

You have a good mind,” he said gravely. “ You 
seized on the one factor that seemed inexplicable. As 
a matter of fact, I didn t see you. I merely looked 
encouragingly in the direction where you were most 


“ Most likel Y 1" Peter flopped heavily on the 

lace-covered bed. In his astonishment he completely 
forgot that he might have been expected to make rather 
than to ask for explanations. 

^~ kere ® 110 quick, Watson, the needle ’ about it.” 
The doctor’s heavy face was illumined by one of his 
rare and genial smiles. “ I saw you start to follow me 
across the street, and then think better of it. Well, 
1 T e ^served that you are a young man who never 
thinks better of getting thing^-only of the best means 
of getting them. You didn’t follow me in at the front 
door; therefore you would follow me at the rear. I’ve 
known Don Ellsworth for years. I’ve walked under 
that pergola— though I never tried your mode of progress 
along the top. From the looks of you, I don’t thinlr I 
ever shall/ 1 
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“ I'll go if you say so." Peter strove to keep his tone 
matter-of-fact, but there was no banishing the wistful 
eagerness from his shining, expectant eyes. 

. " It's housebreaking, you know. God and the police 
look with disfavour on it." 

Peter leaped to his feet, his stiffness forgotten. 

" God and the police may not like it, but Jimmy 
surely will!" he chortled. “ Gee, what a tragic waste 
of talent it is that you're not on a newspaper. Dr. 
Cavanaugh! You'd be a wow as a reporter." 

There was not a trace of irony in Dr. Cavanaugh's 
response to Peter's earnest tribute — the highest it was 
in his power to pay. 

" We're both very lucky men," he said. *:* We're 
doing the thing of all things in the world that we'd 
choose to do. Most men are less single-minded — or less 
lucky. Which reminds me that you haven't asked what 
I'm doing at this moment in the boudoir of a lady with 
whom I am only slightly acquainted. Has it occurred 
to you that we may be just two housebreakers together? " 

" At least I can be flattered to meet such a dis- 
tinguished fellow-burglar," Peter said with cheerful 
impudence. " I'll bet a dollar you thought you'd come 
around before the police got to it, and take a look at 
those breach-of-promise papers ! ' ' 

" I hope most of your investments are sounder than 
that one," said Dr, Cavanaugh, " because in this 
instance you'd lose at least fifty cents of your dollar." 

" But what about the other fifty cents?" inquired 
the unchastened Peter. ^ 
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CHAPTER XXV 

"pother fifty cents,” said Dr. Cavanaugh, “are 
1 < l ld J . l C0Ine ' amon S otiler things, to look into the 
matter of those papers. But Captain Camberwell is 
responsible for my presence in this unconventional 
fashion. He didn’t quite fancy leaving to the estimable 
detectives promoted from the traffic squad the survey 

r-u the J ast spot where - so far as we know, Mrs. 
Ellsworth was seen alive. And the rest of the depart- 
ment, in a, rare burst of diplomacy, backed him un 

Mr 3 a t u Ck K 1Sh CaSe ’ t . his ’ from their P oin t of view.’ 

r. Ellsworth has not given them what you'd call 

co-operation. He was not at all cordial to the sergeant 
who came in lesponse to Mrs. Kane’s call. To be exact 
he, turned the policeman out of the house.” 

“ Yes,” Peter agreed with a reminiscent grin “ He’s 
rather good at that. I’d like to have been present a? 
the mterview-it must have had its dramatic moments.” 

mT'ST* At any rate ’ Ellsworth has them rather 
baffled. The department is shy about sending a couple 

tr?T d / 0llC 7 en fl0Urishin g a search warrmtto 
batter m the door of a prominent millionaire unless thev 

Sth Fn m i fK g “° re definite t0 g° ^ t^n thejfhave 

S l2er W ?f th He mght f ake t0 ° ^comfort- 

able later if they were on the wrong track. And yet it 

s obviously necessary that an investigation be made of 

well^s th° f Mr ti Ellsworth ' s disappearance. Camber- 
wtnc n thoroughly competent to undertake the job 
himseli, of course; but Ellsworth, I’m afraid, would not 

de^rve. e ” ted ^ Wlth th ® reSpect his Very high talents 

" No ’” Peter g^ned again. “ Respect for people 
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who come to interfere with what he regards as his private 
affairs isn't one of Mr. Ellsworth's outstanding traits. 
Tve noticed that myself." 

“■ Well, the upshot of it all was, that at Camberwell's 
request I was called upon to fill the breach. Camberwell 
has an all too flattering opinion of my abilities. But 
at least I have the advantage of personal acquaintance 
with Ellsworth. He'd hardly shut the door in my face 
— provided I arrived when he was here to shut it at 
all, which, in the circumstances, I thought would be 
hardly tactful. I'm armed with a deputy sheriff's badge 
and a search warrant to use as a last resort — but X rather 
think our police friends had faith that I'd manage to 
get along without what I believe are sometimes referred 
to as strong-arm methods. In return I stipulated that 
my services, such as they are, must be taken strictly as 
a favour. I prefer to have an entirely free hand; and the 
police accept that little idiosyncrasy, albeit with a 
certain reluctance." 

“ I'll bet they do!" Peter looked across at the doc- 
tor, who had resumed his somewhat precarious seat on 
the dressing-table chair, with a very boyish enthusiasm. 
" They're like the transcendental female who told 
Carlyle she * accepted the universe and the old bird 
said, * Egad, she'd better!' The police, if I know them, 
will take whatever you choose to give them, and be 
grateful. But what's your idea about Ellsworth, any- 
way? Does this — er, visit mean that we're getting the 
dope on him?" 

" ' We * haven't what you call the dope on anybody 
yet; and I make it a point not to have too many ideas 
in advance of the evidence." 

The faint emphasis on that " we " brought a quick 
embarrassed flush to Peter's cheeks. 

“ You know I didn't mean—" he faltered, feeling 
more than ever like a small boy. 
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" Quite. You wouldn't be here at this moment it the 
1 we ' were disallowed. I did my own bit of house- 
breaking precisely because I haven't a fixed idea about 
our young friend. But I don't want him to run into 
more trouble than is strictly necessary, so I was willing 
to take the part assigned me in conducting this more or 
less official preliminary survey, at the same time follow- 
ing a little idea of my own. If he’s left those papers 
alone, well and good. If he s taken them away, he may 
be a panicky fool or — something else. In either case, l 
can do more good by taking my time in looking about 
before the police wind the whole place up in yards of 
red tape and regulations. By the way, at the present 
moment you’re not representing a newspaper. That's 
understood ?” 

" I'll take back to the office exactly what you give 
me permission to take,” Peter assured him. 

“ We might as well begin, then. The safe won’t be 
locked, so that part will be simple.” 

" But you haven’t tried it yet!” 

" No, but look at this.” Dr. Cavanaugh turned to 
the dressing-table and lifted the ornate roof from a box 
which was a replica of a French cathedral. Peter leaned 
over his shoulder. The chest was filled with a higgledy- 
piggledy assortment of .jewels — a strand of pearls 
entangled in the points of a diamond-and-platinum 
brooch, bracelets, and rings piled in a helter-skelter 
mass. 

“ You see, she didn't even turn the key in her jewel 
case— -the sort of person, I fancy, whose possessions 
were usually in a state of confusion. She had no fear 
of thieves, because the things that people are robbed 
of came easily to her. She could always get more. I'll 
put a nickel on the safe being unlocked — just a little 
private bet with my own judgment.” Dr, Cavanaugh 
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" Quite. You wouldn't be here at this moment it the 
‘ we ' were disallowed. I did my own bit of house- 
breaking precisely because I haven’t a fixed idea about 
our young friend. But I don’t want’ him to ran into 
more trouble than is strictly necessary, so I was willing 
to take the part assigned me in conducting this more or 
less official preliminary survey, at the same time follow- 
ing a little idea of my own. If he’s left those papers 
alone, well and good. If he’s taken them away, he may. 
be a panicky fool or — something else. In either case, f 
can do more good by taking my time in looking about 
before the police wind the whole place up in yards of 
red tape and regulations. By the way, at the present 
moment you’re not representing a newspaper. That’s 
understood ? ” 

“ I’ll take back to the office exactly what you give 
me permission to take,” Peter assured him. 

“ We might as well begin, then. The safe won’t be 
locked, so that part will be simple.” 

" But you haven’t tried it yet!” 

“ No, but look at this.” Dr. Cavanaugh turned to 
the dressing-table and lifted the ornate roof from a box 
which was a replica of a French cathedral. Peter leaned 
over his shoulder. The chest was filled with a higgledy- 
, piggledy assortment of jewels — a strand of pearls 
entangled in the points of a diamond-and-platinum 
brooch, bracelets, and rings piled in a helter-skelter 
mass. 

“ You see, she didn't even turn the key in her jewel 
case — the sort of person, I fancy, whose possessions 
were usually in a state of confusion. She had no fear 
of thieves, because the things that people are robbed 
of came easily to her. She could always get more. I'll 
put a nickel on the safe being unlocked — just a little 
private bet with my own judgment,” Dr, Cavanaugh 
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drew out the nickel and laid it on the smooth glass top 
0f iBuf?Sh e t?t ,e Ell S ™r.h have locked it!" Peter 

“■' 8 i?he came here, he'd be in a hurry— and it would 

, . . .• a. +ri i ea ve things as nearly as possible as 
be his ins mct to leave mmg y his feet wit h 

h rS ” 1 suppos^e “3.. as well find oat. It's 
JC&. interesting to work on, a problem than 
+n rheck it But facts must have their day. 

'here's another chance, you know, Peter 
suggested “ The dame with the trick teeth may have 
beS lving all along. Perhaps there never were any 

naners y or S any threat of a breach-of-promise suit. Per- 

h a P s rT 0t \o,^ e< i7'-V.T«“S. a°scorn- 
S’S upon Z - of silk-flounced dolls on the 
, . ** t don't think much of his taste. 

^Kwas a taste, at all events, which a good many 
chared ” Dr. Cavanaugh reminded him. liut 
P e if mustn’t ' let Mrs. Kane's teeth prejudice you. 
Ellsworth s marriage differed, I am optimistic enough 
to YeSve from most marriages that are still in the 
flush of their first year. If Mrs. Kane has not given 
ufthe right key to it, I still believe that a key of some 
sort is needed. She may be concealing something 
mod deal in fact— and she may be quite capable of 
lving But on this one point, I’m inclined to think she 
was 8 telling the truth— if only because it burnt out of her 

Intentionally, when she had made up her mind to 

keep those teeth safely in place behind closed lips 
The wall safe was obvious enough, its front being 
merely concealed for decorative ^purposes « 

sauare of tapestry through which the bulge of the knob 
was plainly visible. Dr. Cavanaugh motioned to Peter 
to hold up the corner of the tapestry, and con en y 
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pulled at the handle. Peter found that he was holding 
his breath. The doctor reached behind him with his 
free hand and pocketed the nickel. 

The door swung open. 

The safe was empty. 


CHAPTER XXVI 

" Whew!” Peter exhaled his pent breath in a long, 
whistling sigh. " So Ellsworth made off with the 
evidence that his marriage wasn't precisely a love 
match. Ngot that I blame him for disliking the lady. I 
think I'd have disliked her considerably, myself.” 

” It looks that way.” Dr. Cavanaugh stared 
gloomily into the empty cavity. ” I'm sorry. It doesn't 
prove anything, of course.” 

" Well, it's rather an indication, isn't it? It shows 
that Ellsworth thought the information contained in 
those papers was dangerous — and it wouldn't be danger- 
ous unless it led to something he wanted to hide. He 
wasn't aware that the Kane woman knew about it, of 
course.” 

” Precisely,” Dr. Cavanaugh agreed wearily. His 
face with its deeply graven lines looked suddenly older. 
” I wish he'd thought of that. It's the mistake so many 
people make— the mistake of ndt realising that con- 
cealment, whatever the motive, is bound to be taken as 
you've taken it. And it makes it impossible for me to 
help him. If he hadn't already taken these papers, I 
was going to warn him for heaven's sake to leave them 
alone. I've known him a long while, you know. I 
wanted to prevent his doing a foolish thing — if I could. 
Rut now it's out of my hands. I can't go to a man 
who's possibly guilty and tell him the way he ought to 
proceed to establish the appearance of innocence,” 

■ •I 
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Peter, his hands thrust deep in his pockets, strode to 
the window and stared out into the darkness. Warning. 
The doctor had meant to warn Ellsworth. Had he been 
warned already — warned that the papers revealing Ins 
forced marriage still existed and were likely to be found 
unless he got them out of the way ? W ho could have 
warned him— except Barbara? Barbara, who fainted 
when she learned that Sheila O’Shay’s body had been 
found' Barbara, who had once been, and perhaps still 
was in love with Ellsworth; Barbara, whom Peter him- 
self ’had told of the breach-of-promise threat; Barbara, 
with the candid brow and the shining eyes of a child; 
Barbara, with the wary withdrawn look that defied 

interpretation. TT . ... „ 

Peter’s shoulders drooped dejectedly. He felt .an 
irrational indignation against Sheila O’ Shay for getting 
herself murdered and dragging Barbara into it. The 
sharp sound of the safe door closing recalled him. 

“ We'd better see what else there is while we re 
here” the doctor said with a slight shrug of his 
shoulders, as if he were shaking off an invisible weight. 
« We’ll leave Don out of it for the present, and con- 
centrate on Mrs. Ellsworth. She seems a person who 
might have left considerable traces behind her,” 

“ I don’t like her,” Peter announced with great 
definiteness. “ Too much fussiness. He thought 
suddenly of a girl whose clothes were slim and straight 
in a room full of firelight and orange marigolds. “ I 
wouldn’t have married her if she’d bluffed me with a 
dozen breach-of-promise suits.” 

" Nevertheless, several men did.” 

“Did ?” 

‘•' Marry her. She was a woman of very devastating 
chaith. And if she had no conspicuous force of intellect, 
she had unusual force of will. She always got what she 
wanted— until, poor lady, in the end some one rebelled 
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and gave her what she wanted least of all. I did not 
know her very well, but you hardly needed to know her 
well to see that/ 1 

" But a woman who kept all that junk!” Peter's 
voice vibrated with youthful and uncompromising dis- 
taste. He waved a hand toward the dressing-table 
mirror whose edges were completely bordered with old 
invitation cards, dance favours, dinner place-cards, even 
the stubs of theatre tickets. 

“ Precisely,” the doctor said dryly. “ Nothing be- 
clouds the judgment like moral disapproval. If you're 
interested in finding out who murdered Sheila O'Shay, 
it's just possible that you ought to be grateful for her 
passion for hoarding souvenirs.” 

He bent forward across the dressing-table, made a 
quick and thorough survey of the various bits of paper 
at the mirror's edge, then turned to the small ornate 
desk with a drop-leaf lid which stood against the wall. 
As he lowered the flap which, when opened, formed a 
shelf for writing, a veritable avalanche of letters, bills, 
envelopes, and programmes cascaded from the bulging 
interior. 

“ I rather thought she was like that,” the doctor 
mused, with a glance at the crammed pigeonholes, 
when Mrs. Kane mentioned that Mrs. Ellsworth had 
saved the breach-of-promise papers. That was a rather 
motiveless thing to do, except for the not uncommon 
type of person who has a sort of collectors' mania for 
preserving every memento of her past life. And in that 
case, there may be other significant mementoes. I think 
we'll have to look them over. Rifling a lady's desk is 
not a very nice occupation; but then, we're investigating 
the lady's murder, and murder is not a very nice occupa- 
tion, either. I hardly think we can afford to stand on 
etiquette.” 

Peter sat asjride the dressing-table chair, his long legs 
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twisted about the rungs, his folded arms resting across 
its low back, and watched the doctor's deft fingers 
rapidly unfold sheet after sheet of folded or crumpled 
paper and toss them in a mounting pile on the floor at 
his feet. 

“ By the way, where's Ellsworth?" he asked after 
an interval. “ Or am I interrupting?" 

“ Not a bit. A glance is quite enough for all of this 
stuff, so far. I'll tell you if I find anything." Dr. 
Cavanaugh's hands did not hesitate in their task of 
extracting and casting aside the contents of the desk. 

Don is engaged in a very quiet poker session in a 
private room at his club. I unofficially escorted him 
there myself, although he did not know it." 

“ With the whole countryside moving heaven and 
earth to find bis wife's murderer? Well, I thought I 
was beyond being surprised at anything!" Peter's 
capacity for astonishment was obviously not entirely 
exhausted. m" 

“ Not the whole countryside, young man. Only a few 
policemen and reporters and people like that. And Don 
Ellsworth, when faced with a disagreeable situation, does 
not sit down and contemplate it, even when that is 
precisely what he needs to do. All his life he has sought 
distraction — escape. Always he has found it easily 
enough. You needn't be too hard on him. With his 
upbringing, it was almost inevitable. Probably Sheila 
O'Shay, in the beginning, was one of those distractions. 
He may not find his diversion so easily this time, but the 
impulse to seek it was the most natural thing in the 
world for him. You might be grateful for that, too. 
He won't be in until the small hours of the morning— 
whiqh gives us this very opportune leisure." 

" He didn't know you were coming, then?" 

" No. He's an irascible young man, and I didn't 
want to upset him unnecessarily." 
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“ Yes/' Peter agreed with a grin, " Tve noticed the 
irascibility." 

“ I told you I was a housebreaker, too, you know. 
I owe my presence in the house to Ethel. I’m rather 
elderly for pergolas — and perhaps just a shade too 
conventional. * ' 

“ Ethel?" Peter rested his chin on the chairback and 
grinned an impudent question at the doctor’s imperturb- 
able back. 

" The maid you saw in the door. I feel rather sorry 
for her — she’d have enjoyed this so immensely. She's 
a hero worshipper, and steeped in the traditions of 
Sherlock Holmes. Perhaps it’s just as well she didn't 
stay to be disappointed. She rather fancies me as a 
sleuth. No power on earth could persuade her that I’m 
not, of course. Besides, she has a moth-and-star sort of 
devotion to Ellsworth. It is quite True that I thought 
my visit here might be of benefit to him. She realised the 
notion of the great investigator saving her master from 
unjust suspicion. In fact, she fairly gloated over the 
whole performance, and her own connection with it. 
Well, it looks as if everybody's hopes, yours and mine 
and Ethel's — are pretty well blighted. The net result of 
all this is nothing at all." As he spoke, Dr. Cavanaugh 
stooped, gathered the heap of papers into an armload, 
and thrust them back into the desk. 

From the chair where Peter straddled came the sound 
of a low whistled tune, a lugubrious, wailing minor. 

" By Jove i " he murmured. And again, " By Jove — 
I wonder now!" 

He had been staring straight before him with his 
chin on his folded arms, his eyes fixed on vacancy. Sud- 
denly he realised what he had been looking at all along. 
With a bound that overturned his chair behind him he 
sprang to the telephone table and seized the directory. 
For fifteen minutes he had been gazing absently at a 
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narrow projection which marred the smooth line at the 
edge of the pages along the top; and then, in a flash, 
that little projection had taken on meaning. He fluttered 
the pages in fingers that trembled, and drew out a letter. 
Then, with the single sheet half-removed from the 
envelope, he paused. It might be anything — it might be 
nothing. But the doctor had opened the window to him. 
Whatever it was, it belonged to the doctor. 

" Here,” he said in a rather faint voice, holding out 
the fluttering slip of paper to Dr. Cavanaugh, who had 
calmly picked up the chair. “ What do you make of 
this?” 


CHAPTER XXVII 

Dr. Cavanaugh finished his righting of the overturned 
chair. Then he reached deliberately for the sheet of 
paper, holding it gingerly by the edges. 

“ No use gumming up the finger-prints,” he observed. 
“ Camberwell’s very fond of nice finger-prints.” 

He laid a sheet of paper face upward on the dressing- 
table, securing each corner with one of the toilet articles 
for a paperweight. 

“ it’s your find, young man. Come and have a 
look.” 

Tegether the two men bent over the flattened page. 
Dear Sheila [it read] : 

I’ve found you out. You sentenced me to a sojourn 
in hell, such as you would neither understand nor care 
about. Did you ever in all your life, I wonder, care 
about anything but your own desires? You’ve attained 
them every time, those desires, riding roughshod over all 
who opposed you. You’ve used everything you have 
—your beauty, your terrible charm (yes, it is terrible. 
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Sheila; even 1 , who know you well enough to hate you, 
feel it even yet) — for your own purposes, destroying 
others along the way. But you who have destroyed 
others may yet be destroyed by the very forces you have 
raised. There are things that not even you can manage. 
I have come to myself at last, and you have me to reckon 
with. You had better arrange to see me at the earliest 
opportunity. 

David Orme. 

" Hml" the doctor's deep bumblebee hum broke the 
silence as he straightened from his leaning position 
over the dressing-table. " What do you think of that, 
Peter?" 

"It's a brand-new angle — thank heaven!" Peter 
exclaimed. 

" You needed a new angle?" 

" I did," Peter agreed emphatically. A new angle 

and one with which Barbara, at least, had nothing to 
do! " It's a threat, obviously. Who's David Orme?" 

" Precisely. Who is David Orme? It's going to be 
somebody's business to find that out." 

" It might be an alias, of course," Peter suggested. 

" I hardly think so. The writer of that letter ex- 
pected Sheila O’ Shay to know who he was." 

" Yes," Peter broke in eagerly, " and that hand- 
writing doesn't look as if it were disguised, does it? 
It's a bit shaky, but quite natural and flowing." 

"I'm not a handwriting expert, but I'm inclined to 
think you're right. Camberwell, of course, can tell. 
Taking it at face value, it's the writing of an educated 
man — the letters are very small, for one thing, and 
there's the Greek * e ' and the final ‘ d's.' While an 
educated man might try to imitate the handwriting of 
one who was almost illiterate, the reverse would hardly 
be feasible." 
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“ There's the choice of words, too. ' Attained your 
desires/ Nothing rough-neck about that — and yet it's 
not exactly stilted, as if he were trying to talk big. Gee, 
this begins to look good ! " Peter was rocking back and 
forth on his toes with suppressed excitement. 

The doctor reached absent-mindedly for a cigar, and 
then regretfully thrust it back into his case. 

f< Too bad/’ he murmured, 0 but we can't leave a lot 
of smoke about. Til have to tell you again, young man, 
that you've a good mind for seizing significant points. 
Perhaps you noticed also the choice of ideas. That is 
a threatening letter, yes; but it goes in for what are called 
glittering generalities. The writer was thinking more 
about his own feelings than about any definite plan of 
action. He's what we psychologists call an introvert. 

. There's the double parenthesis, too — correctly punctu- 
ated, by the way. His mind wound in and out among 
his emotions. He couldn't resist that bit about her 
‘ terrible charm.' Unfortunately, though we know all 
this about his insides, there's not much of a clue by 
which to pick him out on the street/' 

“ What about the envelope?" Peter grovelled a 
moment on his hands and knees and retrieved the 
envelope where it had fallen under the telephone stand. 
This time he was careful to touch it only at the edges. 
"It wasn't posted at all," he said disappointedly. 
" Delivered by hand. Still, this is sort of funny, isn't 
it?" 

The envelope, which he laid on the table beside the 
; letter, was addressed in a single line: " Sheila O'Shay 
(Ellsworth)." 

"A regular demon for parenthesis, that bird. Now 
what do you suppose he put those in for? " 

" If I were being facetious. I'd say he was imitating 
the newspapers. You wouldn't say, now, that this letter 
was written by a newspaper reporter gone wrong?" 
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1 certainly wouldn’t," he said sharply. 

There! You see how careful we must be not to 
]ump to conclusions. Even you, who have nothing 
whatever to do with it, looked momentarily guilty when 
confronted with a suggestion which seemed to come 
home to you. You are not David Orme, but you remem! 

? ere( ? t ^ a _ t y° a ^ ad expressed a rather extreme dislike 
for the lady m the case." ilKe 

“ I never saw her in my life!” Peter protested. 

inriv ‘pl^T Dr ’ Cavanaugh said sooth- 

K ; ,1 B . 1 wanted t0 warn you to be very cautious 
about theorising. The race is not always tfthe swh 
—they sometimes race in the wrong direction. By the 
way, did you happen to notice the pages of the directory 
where the letter was thrust ? " ^ 

I m afraid I didn’t," Peter admitted. *‘ I ought 
tohavetold you and let you take it out yourself. I just 

' n* T WaS somew here near the front of the 
book— that’s all I remember.” 

“ Well, don’t worry. It can’t be helped. It just gives 
odours!" 6 a ChanCe t0 eXercise their own wits inftead 

I m sure it wasn’t as far back as the ‘ O’s ’ ” 
Peter said dejectedly. « And yet it was stuck in vrith 
e edge just a little beyond the margin, as if to mark 

there." 06 ' 1 ' °“ * she had idea of it_ 

“ N°. She wasn't hiding it. Mr. Orme, whoever he 
may be, wouldn't be in the telephone book anyhow! If 
he were he d have telephoned probably instead of writ! 
mg— and he wouldn t have ’ found her out ' at this late 
ay if he were living in the same town with her. She was 
rather a public character, you know. But she mfoht 
have known how to get in touch with him — v. ‘ — . 
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one else. They may have met since that letter was 

^Tm f °awtir y e soS; :: said the crestfallen Peter. 

“ E o “thfcX^youtnnd'the letter, which may 
be important evidence, and is certainly well worth look- 

Yo°u meLT^havH for the office?" Peter 

^‘“Hardly that-you forget Mr. Camberwell’s pen- 
u * w- fi^er-orints Besides, your enterprise in 
Stog a at afl night not be appreciated by the police 
Ertnent But I see no objection to your making a 
cop^ you think your editor would like it_you’ve 

certa^ty earn ^ wag alreac jy scribbling frantically 

with a stubby black pencil « 
snatched from his coat pocket. 1 11 say he II like 
“ I shall tell Camberwell that you assisted me m my 
unofficial inquiry, ’’ the doctor said. “ That will allay 
his curiosity— and there's no reason that I can see why 
we should toy to keep the letter secret. If it was written 
by the criminal, he’ll expect it to be found sooner or 

later. And when the police begin to look for him, he 11 
be a very poor criminal indeed if he isn t aware of their 
efforts. I’m beginning to take a personal interest in the 
news-gathering projects of the Herald,. 

" It’ll maki the city edition,” Peter sighed happily. 
"Suddenly his pencil paused in mid-air. ‘ ' Here s another 
thing,” he said. " That letter was written on cheap 
paper— almost as poor as this stuff in my pocket. It 
would hardly take the ink. And yet it was written with 
a good smooth pen point. It must have been fountain 
pen ink, or it would have blurred more than it did. 
Unless the paper is a blind — and the only apparent blind 
about the whole business— this Orme person carries an 
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excellent fountain pen but is reduced to the cheapest 
possible kind of paper. Gee, I’m beginning to find him 
interesting!” 

4 4 So am I,” said Dr. Cavanaugh, 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

44 Well, look what the cat brought ini” 

Jimmy, who prided himself on being the first of the 
Herald editorial staff to arrive in the morning, had sig- 
nalled the freight elevator as usual in the gray light 
of a six-o’clock dawn, swung around the jutting corner 
of the photographers’ dark room — and was brought up 
short in his headlong progress across the local room by 
the sight of Peter, hunched over his typewriter, the light 
from a battered, green-shaded desk lamp outlining a 
harsh circle about his slouching shoulders. At the 
moment, Peter's fingers were poised silently over the 
typewriter keys, but simultaneously with Jimmy’s greet- 
ing they resumed action in a clattering burst of sound. 

44 Don't fuss me,” Peter growled, with a brief glance 
at the city editor. 44 Be with you in a minute.” 

The fanfare of the typewriter continued in irregu-, 
lar, rapid-fire staccato, then ceased with a rattling 
cadenza as the last sheet of copy paper was ripped from 
the carriage, Peter strolled with elaborate nonchalance 
between the empty desks, numbering the pages as he 
went, and thrust them with a flourish under Jimmy's 
nose. 

44 Read 'em and weep,” he said. 

Jimmy clawed the sheets of copy paper toward him, 
pushing his eye shade at a rakish angle above his left 
ear. Peter leaned across the desk in a pose of extreme 


, 

:V;" 

jb 



:i si > 


r 


THE TULE MARSH MURDER 129 

casualness, listening to the faint slip-slip as each page 
was turned methodically face downward. At last Jimmy 
looked up. 

“ It's a pretty good yarn/' he said solemnly; and 
that, Peter knew, was the supreme accolade bestowed 
rarely by the city editor on work well done. Jimmy 
marked the first of the sheets, " first run, hed to cum " 
and yelled for a copy boy. Then, for the first time, he 
looked closely at Peter. 

4< Hell's bells 1" he exclaimed, “ where have you been 
all night, anyhow?" 

“ Oh, just around." Peter waved his hand vaguely 
in a circle of the horizon. 

" Well, you look as if you'd been around and over 
and through," Jimmy remarked caustically. “ Say, 
there's no funny business about this, is there? It'll check 
all right?" 

" Cavanaugh's behind it," Peter assured him. " He 
.gave me the letter to copy." 

“ And just where did the dog-fight come in?" 

Peter was indeed a disreputable object. His face and 
the backs of his hands were scored by red lines along 
which the blood had congealed. His coat was ripped 
under the arm, and several jagged three-cornered tears 
decorated each trouser leg. His chin showed the need 
of a morning shave, a black smudge across his forehead 
gave him a sinister, piratical expression, and his eyes 
^were bloodshot from the lack of sleep. Nevertheless, he 
’'faced the city editor with an incorrigible grin. 

" Oh, there wasn't any trouble — no trouble at all. 
These are honourable wounds, received in the line of 
duty — before I got around to the doctor. I guess it's 
about time I got around to a cup of coffee, though. And 
if you don't mind, I'd like to buzz home long enough 
to get into a suit that hangs together a little better than 
thisone." 
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^ \jimmy surveyed the hollow-eyed, smiling figure before 
him. 

“ Go home and go to bed,” he growled. " I guess we 
can live without you for the rest of the day. If any- 
thing breaks, I can let you know/' 

Peter, however, continued to lean across the desk. 

“ I say, Jimmy, 0 he pleaded, " I'd rather follow 
this up. I've got a hunch about the man who wrote 
that letter. D'you suppose there'd be any chance of 
giving me a few days, just to root around on my own? 

It may not come to anything, of course/' 

" When you're as old as I am," Jimmy said in his 
gruffest tones, " you'll have enough sense to take a 
day off when it's handed you on a silver platter. But 
there's no fool like a young fool. Go wherever you 
dum please. You can turn in an expense account for 
that suit; but I warn you, if you go getting another one 
slashed up as if you'd been the centre of a stiletto con- 
test, it's your own lookout. And if you hang around 
here another minute trying to look bored, you're going 
to burst." k 

But Peter, with a final grin over his shoulder, was 
already half-way to the door. 

It was a very different Peter who parked Bossy on a 
side street two hours later and made his way along the , 
drive marked " Tradesmen's Entrance " to the back 
door of the Ellsworth house. He had donned a sweater 
in place of a coat, and buttoned its high collar close * 
around his chin, A wide-visored cap was pulled far**"'”" 
down over his eyebrows, casting his face into deep 
shadow. He had even discarded his cigarette in favour 
of a short curved pipe. 

The picture thus presented before his mirror had 
delighted him hugely. 

" If it ain't the spittin' image of Sherlock Holmes on 
a rampage ! " he addressed his reflection enthusiastically. 
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“ It shouts * disguise ' to the very housetops. And of 
course the object of a disguise is to look as much like a 
disguise as possible. If not, why go to all the trouble? " 
Regretfully he abandoned the package of cigarettes on 
the dresser. “ Ethel's favourite sleuths always smoke 
pipes — I know they do. And Ethel, my dear, you're 
going to have the biggest thrill of your young life. It's 
too bad I can't make it really good— wait till evening and 
then throw pebbles at your window. But I don't know 
which window, and I couldn't hit it anyhow. Besides, 
I can't wait. You'll just have to be satisfied with things 
as is." 

As a finishing touch, he pinned his police “ Press " 
badge under the rolled bottom of his sweater, and then 
devoted half an hour to the composition of a note 
which, after several scribbled drafts, he finally copied 
in laborious hand-printed capitals. 

“ Urgent and secret," it began. M If you would be of 
service to the cause of clearing the innocent and bring- 
ing the guilty to justice, come at once to the shrubbery 
at the second bend of the driveway to the left, and tell 
no one. I am the private assistant of C., whom you 
left in a certain room overlooking the back garden be- 
tween ten and eleven o'clock last night. P.P. 
Investigator." 

Peter surveyed this literary production with beaming 
pride. 

" Won't she just love it, though? " he gloated. “ And 
the funny part is that, reduced to plain English, it's true 
enough." 

Having delivered his message to an astonished cook 
at the kitchen door, Peter retraced his steps along the 
driveway as far as the second bend, and half-concealed 
himself in the thick shrubbery. 

" If anybody with any sense comes along, I'm sunk," 



CHAPTER XXIX 


“ I'D have known you for a detective anywhere ! " 

Ethel stood in the doorway of the vine-covered 
summerhouse at the garden end of the pergola, to which 
she had conducted Peter, and surveyed him with respect- 
ful ardour. Peter cast a disapproving eye at the rose 
tendrils thrusting their way here and there through the 
lattice of the walls; he had an idea that he would never 
cease to regard roses as the most vicious and hostile of 
floral specimens. 

“ That, of course, is because you know about detec- 
tives/' he said. “ Come in and sit down, where we 
won't be seen." 

Ethel perched herself on the extreme edge of one 
of the small iron chairs which, with a little green- 
painted tea-table, furnished the interior of the summer- 
house. 

“ Oh, there's nobody now who uses this place," she 
assured him. “ Fve always adored detective stories, 
but I never thought. — never in the world — that I'd ever 
have a chance to be part of a real one, not even after 
Mrs. Ellsworth disappeared. It didn't seem a bit like a 
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he murmured. “ I'd send myself to the psychopathic 
ward for investigation, on sight." 

The only footsteps, however, were light ones, tip- 
toeing along the gravel from the direction of the house. 
Peter waited until they were almost opposite, and then 
stepped forward from his place of concealment. 

“ Shi" he hissed loudly and unnecessarily to the pal- 
pitating Ethel, who was far too impressed to open her 
mouth. “ Come behind these bushes, where no one can 
see us. I have something' of the utmost importance to 
communicate." , y** 
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story somehow. Everything went on just about as usual. 
I know Dr. Cavanaugh’s awfully grand, but he doesn’t 
act one bit like a real sleuth, does he?” 

" He conceals his talents,” Peter said solemnly. 

” Do you work with the police?” Ethel’s hands were 
clasped tightly in her lap and her face was a round 
beaming moon of excitement. 

” I'm * with ’ but not 4 of ' them.” With an air of 
great caution Peter flashed the shield of his police press 
badge momentarily into view. ” I’m a sort of special 
deputy private investigator,” he said with dignity. “ I 
picked you out to help me because your reading has 
given you a certain familiarity with detective methods. 
But first I must ask you to swear to absolute secrecy.” 

" What do you want me to swear on?” Ethel 
gasped. 

“ What have you got?” Peter inquired practically. 
The ” swearing” was an inspiration of the moment, 
and he had quite forgotten that, to be properly cere- 
monious, it must be done ” on ” something. 

” I don’t know as I’ve rightly got anything on 
me ” 

” Never mind. This will do,” Peter unpinned 
the police badge from his sweater and held it, 
his thumb concealing the embossed word, ” Press,” 
in the palm of his hand. “ This is a symbol 
of the majesty of the law,” he announced sonorously. 
” Now, then — ‘ the-truth-the-whole-truth-and-nothing- 
buMhe-truth-so-help-you-God.’ ” He rattled off the 
formula as he had heard the bailiff deliver it a hundred 
times in court. 

” I do,” Ethel responded fervently. 

“ Well, then, let's get down to cases. Did a man, 
probably a fairly young man and not very well dressed, 
ever come around to see Mrs. Ellsworth?” 

“ No, sir; not that I remember.” 
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Peter's face fell. Was it going to be no good, after j 
all? ' ! 

" Not a small, dark man, who insisted on seeing 
Mrs. Ellsworth personally?" 

Ethel sat a moment in silent concentration. 

" Oh!" Her face lighted with sudden recollection. 

“ He wasn't very dark, though " 

“ Never mind that. It was just a guess, to get you t 
to thinking." 

“ But he didn't get to see Mrs. Ellsworth " 

“ That's all right, too. Tell me everything you can 
remember about it. Take your time." 

" I'd forgotten all about him. I thought he was just 
trying to sell something. Those canvassers will move 
heaven and earth to see the lady of the house. But 
come to think, he didn't have a bag or anything like 
that with him." 

“ How long ago was this?" 

" It was — let me think — I remember I hated to stop 
to answer the door because it was the middle of the 
afternoon and I was trying to slip some time in to sew 
the flower on my dress for a dance I was going to with 
my sweetie. And the dance was on the sixteenth, be- 
cause my boy friend gets paid twice a month and he i 
said he'd have plenty of money to show me a real swell 
time " « 

" The sixteenth. That was just two days before Mrs. 
Ellsworth disappeared." 

“ Why, so it was! I never thought of it from that 
moment to this." 

" All right. Now think hard, and tell me exactly , 
what happened. You're doing fine." * 

" Well, this man was at the door and asked for Mrs. 
Ellsworth and I said, ' What name, please?' and he 
said, ' You may take her this,' and handed me an 


envelope. I didn't think much about it, because they * 
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have all sorts of advertising dodges these days — some- 
times it's charity, or magazine subscriptions, or buying 
tickets to draw an automobile, or things like that. 
But I took it up to her and she read it and threw it 
down on the desk without saying a word. Then she 
picked it up again and handed it to Mrs. Kane and 
said, * IT 1 be damned if I do ' — excuse the language/' 
That's all right. Mrs. Ellsworth's language isn't 
your fault. Go right ahead/' 

" So then I thought it was tickets or something she 
was turning down. She told me to tell him there was 
no answer and for him not to call again. But I wasn't 
more than half-way down the stairs when Mrs. Kane 
came down after me and said she'd attend to it her- 
self. Gracious, how it all comes back, now that I think 
of it!" 

"Yes," Peter prodded. "And then?" 

" Let me see. I didn't want Mrs. Kane to see me 
going right back to my room, because I never did like 
that woman and it would be just like her to tell me I 
wasn't minding my duties. So I stood back in the 
hall waiting for her to get through at the door and go 
back upstairs. I couldn't hear what they said." 

“ Not a thing?" Peter's voice was a groan of dis- 
appointment. 

" Well, now, let me think. He had on a kind of dark 
suit, blue it was, and it was all wrinkled and pretty 
dusty. Dust shows up a lot on blue, you know. I 
noticed the dust because he said, ' I'm staying at the 
auto camp grounds for the present, and I'm not going 
away till I see her/ And I thought he must be tra- 
velling about the country, but he'd better brush up a 
little, even if he was camping out, if he expected to sell 
anything." 

"You heard him say that?" Peter leaped to his 
feet so suddenly that Ethel shrank back, startled. 
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" Oh, sir, I ” : 

" Now don’t get scared. You’re doing splendidly, 

I couldn’t do better myself. What sort of looking man 
was he?” 

“ He was just an ordinary kind of man. Not very 
big — not as tall as Mrs. Kane, He was kind of thin 
looking, as if he’d been sick or something.” 

Peter thought this over, chewing the stem of his 
pipe and longing with his whole soul for one of his 
familiar cigarettes. So far he had got exactly nowhere. 

He knew that David Orme had called at the Ellsworth 
house — which he had known already — with the addi- 
tional information that he had stopped at the automo- 
bile camp grounds. But David Orme, so far as the 
description went, might be any one of thousands. 

Peter might pass him a dozen times, meet him face to 
face on the streets, without a chance of recognising 
him. 

” That’s all there was to it,” Ethel said with finality. 

” He went away then.” 

“ And he never came back?” 

" Not that I know of — not when I was on duty, i 

never saw him but the once Why, yes, I did, too, 

the very night after the dance! It went clean out of ? 
my head, because that was the night my boy friend 
and I, we fixed it up to get married.” A very pretty 
use-coloured flush swept across Ethel’s round face; 
her eyes, suffused and tender, stared into romantic 
distances. 

“ That’s very nice,” Peter said kindly, " I con- 
gratulate the young man.” t 

” Oh, it’s me that’s to be congratulated,” Ethel 

said earnestly. “ He’s the grandest fellow. He ” 

” I’m sure he is.” Peter reached forward and gave 
her hand a friendly pat. ” Some day I want to hear 
all about him, but we’ll have to put that off a bit. So 
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you saw Qrrne — this auto camp person — that night? 
Are you absolutely sure it was he?” 

“ Oh, yes, I’m quite positive. You see, my friend— 
Dan, his name is, but I call him Danny; it's sort of a 
pet name. He's awfully cute. He said he was going to 
call me ‘ Gas 1 because my name's Ethel — ethyl gas, 
you know. But he doesn't really; he just says things 
like that to be funny. He said ” 

“ I'm sure he's witty as Oscar Wilde,” Peter in- 
terrupted. " But you saw ” 

" I never saw Oscar Wilde. But I think Harold 
Lloyd's just killing.'' 

” Yes,” Peter agreed hastily. “ And you saw this 
man — — ” 

" Oh, yes. Danny came around for me to the back 
entrance, in his Ford. When we turned out of the 
driveway — it’s a sharp curve, you know — this same 
man was standing close under a tree at the corner of 
the lawn. The headlights were on him only a minute, 
but I know it was him, because his hand was resting 
against the tree trank, and the last two fingers were 
off at the first knuckle, just the way they were when 
he had his hand up against the jamb of the door the 
day he asked for Mrs. Ellsworth.” 

” Suffering cats!” breathed Peter. And again; 
“ Suffering cats! Why in the name of all that's holy 
didn't you give me that description before?” 

” It never entered my head. You see, Danny and 
I — 

Peter bounded across the intervening space, seized 
Ethel by the shoulders, and planted a resounding kiss 
on her astonished cheek. 

” You and Danny are going to have the finest wed- 
ding present the little old pay envelope can afford 1 ' 
he shouted. ” Keep it under your hat, Ethel darling. 
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And watch young Peter do some grand and lofty 
sleuthing!'' 

His long legs were twinkling in lull retreat down the 
driveway before Ethel recovered her breath. 

" Well, if that ain't the limit!" she exclaimed to the 
empty air. “ Detectives sure are funny." 


CHAPTER XXX 

" If he has any sense, he'll have beat it away from 
here into other spots, and left no forwarding address," 
Peter informed Bossy severely as he swung into the 
boulevard leading to the camp grounds. But despite 
his efforts to batten down his enthusiasm with stem 
common sense, excitement prickled up and down his 
spine and tightened his hands on the wheel. It did 
not so much as occur to him that he had set out, un- 
armed and alone, to pursue a possible murderer. He 
did not even wonder how he would induce Orme to 
give himself up, if he found him. Peter was a pro- 
found believer in the futility of crossing bridges before 
he came to them — the bridges were so very likely not 
to be where you expected them, or to be missing 
altogether. 

Despite his lack of sleep, he was buoyed up beyond 
the reach of fatigue; his head felt a little light but 
uncommonly clear. Bossy seemed to dip and skim 
along the highway like a gull coasting down the lanes 
of air. His cap blew off and rolled hoop- wise to the 
side of the road, but he did not pause to retrieve it. 
There was no real need for hurry — if Orme had not 
left long since, he was unlikely to get away in the 
course of an hpur — but speed gave him the illusion of 
pressing on in an obscure race with fate. 
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" Gee, if the luck only holds!" he murmured once, 
and for a moment his long face took on the look of 
one who has uttered a prayer. 

If this man Orme was mixed up in it, Barbara 
wasn't. Perhaps she was trying to shield Ellsworth — 
41 loyalty, the useless, difficult virtues." There were 
things about Ellsworth that certainly weren't clear; 
but Orme was another line altogether. There was no 
connection between the two men that Peter could see. 
It looked as if the mystery of Sheila O'Shay's death 
might be further complicated by the mystery of her 
life. If there were things that she herself had wanted 
to conceal, digging them out would not be so simple. 
Peter's eyes darkened as his mind veered from Sheila's 
picturesque and polychromatic career to Barbara, fight- 
ing her way so gallantly, so foolishly, through shadows. 

" Gosh, I’ll bet that woman had a past as checkered 
as a Scotch plaid," he told the wheeling landscape with 
a half-grin. Then his wide mouth set in a grim line. 
“ If I'd had the chance to marry a girl like Barbara, 
I'd have bumped off the old girl myself before I'd 
have let her bulldose me into marrying her. Ellsworth 
is the fool of the world — unless it's Peter Piper." 

For Peter was coldly, dismally conscious that if he 
got Orme, and if Orme cleared Ellsworth, he himself 
might be clearing the way for Ellsworth to marry 
Barbara. 

** Well, it can't be helped," he muttered through 
clenched teeth. Barbara, in the numbing chill of her 
orphan-asylum childhood, had found the glory of life 
in the vision of another world, where honour gleamed 
above peril, where loyalty fluttered like a pointed banner 
at a spearhead, where men rode into death with the 
scarves of their ladies bound to the sleeves of their coats 
of mail. 

There was nothing very knightly ibout the battered 
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Bossy careering along an asphalt highway guided by 
a reporter in a tom sweater. And yet, in that world 
of Barbara's, if a knight set out to rescue a lady he 
tied no strings to it. He did not barter for a reward 
even in his mind. He simply did it. And whatever 
the nature of Barbara’s folly, Peter knew that he must 
save her from it. For one split second Peter saw Bar- 
bara in that barred room smelling of whitewash in the 
city jail. Never! If it came to the worst, he wpuld 
drive her himself to the Mexican border. He didn't 
know what he would do. But they should not get Bar- 
bara— never — no matter what she had done. 

With a squeal of brakes and a dragging of wheels 
on the pavement,. Peter brought Bossy to' an abrupt 
halt. He had almost driven past the entrance to the 
automobile camp. 

Bossy looked by no means out of place in the scat- 
tered company of derelict cars parked in a field worn 
to dusty smoothness by innumerable tyres. A hot-do<» 
stand on wheels filled one comer, and a strip of un- 
painted cabins at the rear offered shelter at twenty- 
five-cents a night. But most of the campers were con- 
tent with tent-like roofs stretched from the frames 
of their cars to stakes thrust into the ground. A 
number had only rolls of tattered bedding spread beside 
the running board. Thin lines of gray smoke wavered 
upward from rusted camp stoves squatting here and 
there about the enclosure. 

Peter stretched his cramped legs and, tossing his 
pipe into a corner of the seat, lighted a cigarette. 

“ And the romance of gipsying has come to this!” 
he mused, his gaze drifting from a man stretched in 
stertorous slumber to a woman with draggled gray hair 
cutting thick slices of bread with a clasp knife; to a 
girl in grease-spattered khaki army breeches and high- 
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heeled patent-leather pumps; to a group of quarrelling, 
dirt-smeared children. 

Gipsying! Green dells and wandering tinkers, the 
singing freedom of the countryside. Perhaps it had 
always been like this, really, just as Barbara's knights 
had ridden out of castles unblessed by plumbing. These 
were the modern vagabonds, the unemployed, the 
drifters, the petty thieves, the incompetents, who 
bundled their families and scant possessions into ram- 
shackle Fords and roosted, rent free, at public camp 
grounds until they were periodically weeded out, to 
rattle on again as fast as their gas would take them- — 
without hope, without plan, without beauty, without 
even the clean crash of real disaster. 

Like most buoyant persons, Peter drowned periodi- 
cally in depths of motiveless depression. He was sure 
that he would not find Orme. He was sure that Jimmy 
would fire him, that he could not find another job, and 
that he would slide step by step downhill until he and 
the last fragments of the chugging Bossy would come 
to roost somewhere in a public camp ground. He was 
sure that in some crazy, heroic, inexplicable moment 
Barbara had herself killed Sheila O' Shay and that he 
would have to stand by, helpless, and watch that shin- 
ing head betrayed to the gray turreted walls— not unlike 
a mediaeval castle, in their way — of the state prison. 

That final vision roused him to action. 

“ Not 'till I'm dead, anyway,*' he said aloud, and 
dragged his steps drearily, hopelessly across the field 
to a corner where a young man sat on the running 
board of a mud-spattered runabout, munching a ham- 
burger sandwich. 

Peter held out his package of cigarettes and forced 
his stiff lips to a companionable grin. 

“ What's the luck up this way, buddy?" he asked, 
as a conversational opening. 
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" Rotten/' the young man answered laconically. 
" There ain't no work for nobody no more, seems like. 
I gotta get something before I can move on. And the 
next place, it'll be just the same." 

This pessimistic view of the economic situation 
chimed with Peter’s discouraged mood; but after all, 
he had not come to discuss generalities of un- 
employment. 

"I'd sort of arranged to meet a pal of mine some- 
where around here," he remarked. " You been here 
long?" 

" 'Bout a month. I got a week's work picking 
strawberries. But hell, it's enough to break your back 
in two. I quit before my week was up, and been 
hanging around ever since, looking for something to 
turn up." 

" Maybe he ain't showed up yet. A kind of sickly 
looking chap " 

The man on the running-board shook his head. 

" With part of the last two fingers gone off his 
hand." 

" Oh, that feller! Sure, I seen him. He ought to be 
'round somewheres now — he's been sticking pretty 
close to camp. Ain't that him, over in the middle with 
the woman and bunch of kids?" 

But Peter, having tossed the remainder of the 
cigarettes into the lap of his astonished companion, 
was already crossing the field in long, loping strides. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

Peter slowed his rapid steps to an indifferent stroll, 
and paused behind the group to which the man had 
pointed. Several persons were gathered about a table 
formed of unpainted planks laid trestle-wise across 
supporting end boards. A fat middle-aged woman in 
a torn bungalow apron was making a futile pass at 
two children who were squabbling noisily over a slice 
of bread and butter. The man, whose back was turned 
toward Peter, finished buttering a second slice and, 
reaching across the table, thrust it into the grimy hand 
of one of the contestants. 

Peter's lips pursed in an inaudible whistle. He had 
met too many criminals to be surprised that a man 
might commit murder and yet take a sympathetic 
interest in the feeding of two strange and by no means 
attractive children. There flashed across his mind the 
memory of a hold-up man who had lost his job in a 
meat market because he could not bring himself to kill 
a chicken — and, who, six months later, had shot down 
in the street a newsboy whom he suspected of recog- 
nising him as a fugitive from justice. The man who 
reached the bread and butter across the table had the 
ends of two fingers missing from his hand. 
f “ I'd like a word with you, Oraie," Peter said 

if quietly. 

.v. The man's shoulders quivered, but he did not turn. 

1 Peter rather wished that he would lay down the bread 
knife. He pondered the advantage of getting the table 
between them against the disadvantage of giving Orme 
that much of a start in case he turned and ran. Then, 
with a lift of the eyebrow, as his sole tribute to what he 
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designated as " the bread-knife angle/' he stepped 
forward and touched the man on the arm. 

“ Your name is David Orme, I believe/’ he re- 
marked conversationally. “ Mine’s Piper.” His voice 
was carefully unemphatic, but his eyes were warily 
fixed on the long, keen blade of the knife. There was 
butter on it, and crumbs. His surface attention was all 
for the man at the table, but with an irrelevant, darting 
side-thought he wondered whether any one had ever 
been stabbed with a knife that had crumbs and butter 
on it. 

Slowly the man turned and faced Peter. The hand 
holding the knife trembled, but his voice was quite 
steady. 

“ Glad to know you,” he said, “ but you’re mis- 
taken. My name’s Osgood— Daniel Osgood.” 

Forgetting caution, Peter’s gaze shifted, startled, 
from the man s hand to his face. It was a surprising 
voice to come from a ragged fugitive, hiding under an 
alias, with murder in the background. It was low, vib- 
rant, modulated, giving to the simplest words a hint 
of music. Peter knew with instant, absolute assurance 
that a man with a voice like that might commit mur- 
der, but he would never stab an unarmed man with 
a dirty knife. He slid into a seat on the bench beside 
Orme and leaned his elbow on the table. 

“ It would be," he smiled companionably. “ It’s a 
funny thing about people who change their names 
always keeping the same initials. In fact, the tendency 
familiar that I should think by this time every- 
one would take pains to avoid it. By the wav whv 
didn’t you clear out?” 

“ I didn’t have the money,” the man said simply. 

Oh, Lord ! Peter groaned. There surged over 
him an irrational impulse to protect this man from the 
trap which he himself had laid and into which the 
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victim had stepped with such blind, unhesitating 
promptness. It was too easy 1 

“ You ought to have a guardian!” he exclaimed 
almost angrily; and then, more gently: ” it's a good 
thing I found you.” 

Suppose this babe had been pounced upon by men 
from the homicide squad, with their sweating methods 
and strong-arm tactics — it would be like seeing a rabbit 
tom piecemeal by dogs. Peter quite forgot that the 
man beside him was sought as a dangerous character 
— a slayer. 

” But you haven't told me yet why you wanted to 
find me.” There was not a trace of fear in the low 
voice, nor any combativeness. Peter leaned forward 
and peered at the face before him with his bright, 
near-sighted gray eyes before answering. It was a 
worn and sensitive face, young and yet ravaged; a face 
delicate, clearly modelled features and dark sunken eyes. 
The perfectly shaped head had the smiling beauty of 
a profile on a Greek coin. And this was the man whom 
Ethel had dismissed as a " sickly looking fellow ” i It 
sickness was there, it was a sickness of the soul. The 
curved lips, drooping slightly at the comers, the dark, 
steady eyes with their depths of pain, did not suggest 
weakness so much as the helplessness of one who is an 
alien in the world where he must live. There was a 
permanent bewilderment in those eyes — the eyes of a 
baffled poet thrust into a world of ugly prose in which 
he could never be at home, bruised and broken and still 
wondering. A man like that, wounded beyond endur- 
ance, might strike to kill — and still not understand what 
it was all about. 

” Surely you know,” Peter said at last, speaking 
patiently as if to a child, ” that you are under suspicion 
for the murder of Mrs. Ellsworth.” 

The curved lips tightened into a hard, straight line. 
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The face before him became as still, as expressionless 
as if it were chiselled in stone. 

“ 1 don’t know any Mrs. Ellsworth.” The voice took 
on a remote metallic ring, as if each word were the 
dropping of a coin. 

Peter stared a moment. Then he remembered some- 
thing — something that had puzzled him. 

“ But you knew Sheila O’Shay?” he asked breath- 
lessly. 

“ Yes— oh, yes— Sheila O’Shay.” The words were 
hardly more than an audible sigh. " A great man y 
people knew Sheila O’Shay ! ” His hands were suddenly 
flung outward on the table in a singularly defenceless 
gesture. The knife, unnoticed, slid across the boards and 
fell noiselessly to the ground. The fat woman and her 
tumultuous offspring had wandered away out of sight. 

“Yes,” Peter said sternly, “ but you wrote Sheila 
O’Shay a threatening letter. I don’t know why you 
didn’t take any pains to disguise it, but you didn’t. 
Then you hung around outside the house, lying in wait 

for her. Sheila O'Shay was found murdered and you 

are out here, hiding under an assumed name. You’re 

absolutely no good as a fugitive. I’ll admit I could 

have done a lot better myself—but that’s no sign you 
didn’t do it. You trembled all over when I spoke to 
you.” 

Oh, but that was before I knew you!” Orme’s 
face broke into a radiant, confiding smile of sheer 
delight. “ You’re so very likable, you know! By the 
way, I don’t think you’re a policeman, are you?" 

No, I m not, Peter said harshly. “ But I’m just 
as bad. I’m going to take you to jail.” He wanted to 
seize this unaccountable young man by the shoulders 
and shake him — shake him into a realisation of the 
seriousness of the situation. It was like seems- a rihiM 
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watch the house bum down and clap his hands at the 
pretty fire. 

“ Well, that can't be helped, I suppose,” Orme 
acquiesced. 

“ You’d have done better to face the music in the 
first place, if you couldn’t get away any better than 
this,” Peter said crossly. " You’ve made an awful mess 
of things.” 

“ Yes,” the young man nodded his head gravely. 
" I know — I do that often. I’m always making a mess 
of things.” 

“ But hardly with your life in the balance!” 

*' Does it matter? Not a great deal, I think.” 
Orme's tone was not in the least bitter. He might have 
been commenting on the prospect of rain. 

“ I’m afraid you'll wake up too late and find that it 
does!” Peter stormed. 

" Well, don’t let it bother you. It’s my— er, potential 
funeral, after all!” Again that winning, sunny smile, 
like a child watching the mounting flames. Against his 
will, Peter found himself smiling back. 

“ I won’t say that whatever you say will be used 
against you, because you’ll be just putty in the hands 
of the police, anyway. But would you mind telling me 
— did you really kill her?” 

“ Maybe so,” the young man said. “ But that will 
be for the police to find out.” 

And this, through all the long drive back to town, 
was the last word that Peter had from him. 
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CHAPTER XXXII 

“ Did you put any money on me?" 

Peter threw his hat into the nearest arm-chair 
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yourself to the cigars. It’s rather- lucky for 2 2 r ! P 
retired from active practice— vou rawht nnt i 
much opportunity to collect from my^atients^ “ 

1 m glad I m not bothering too awfullv M 
sard cheerfully, ignoring th. bot ■/cSrTiUc/S' 
Cavanaugh extended and pulline forth w. I ?f’ 

do fed sort of responsible for this babe in the woods 
I turned over to the police." me Woods 

Dr Cavanaugh smiled ever so slightly. 

he inquked. P “ ^ “ Wm “ a babe in the woods? " 

mnH The L <3 ° 1 . n r°, t ’” Peter said emphatically " As a 
matter of fact, I m surprised at him myself 7 Homely, 
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I felt as if I were throwing him to the wolves. It had 
to be done, of course, but I didn't think they'd need 
to be half as violent as they probably would be, on 
general principles, to get everything out of him. And 
yet there he sits and says absolutely nothing. They've 
questioned him in relays, twenty-four hours at a stretch. 
They've planted a man in the same cell with him to 
gain his confidence. They've done everything but light 
a bonfire under him, and. they're getting annoyed." 

"You seem rather pleased about it," the doctor 
observed non-committally. 

44 I can’t help being proud of his grit. It's a perfectly 
useless line to take, and it'll only make it harder for 
him in the end. The district attorney has got to the 
point where he's out for blood. Why, they even held 
before his eyes a copy of the Herald with headlines about 
Sheila's murder and made him stare at it for hours — 
4 Butcher ' Joe crumpled under that stunt two years ago, 
you remember — and he just sits there, looking as if he 
were somewhere else. If isn't as if he were an old hand 
— a twelve-year-old child could have done better at 
covering his tracks. He really needs a guardian, and 
since I found him, I sort of feel that I'm it. At least I 
want him to have a fair show. He isn't the ordinary 
criminal type at all. " • ■ 

44 Among all the things we don’t know about Sheila 
O'Shay's murderer," Dr. Cavanaugh murmured be- 
tween puffs of his cigar, 44 we do know this one thing 
— that he wasn't an ordinary criminal." 

44 Well, it's a funny thing," Refer said, his brow 
wrinkled in a puzzled frown* 44 1 went ramping out 
after this man, on suspicion of his being the O'Shay 
woman's murderer. If he's guilty, I want him to be 
convicted. In fact, I shall be extremely relieved and 
grateful if he turns out to be the guilty party. He's the 
most promising suspect that's turned up so far. And 
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yet — I had to hire a lawyer for him m-f x 

pocket. He didn't even have the sen^e to asl S oT 

There s a sort of innocence about him I rJnn'f ne * 
innocence of this particular crime, butrffte woif^ 
all its works. I couldn’t see Mmoranvhlf^ 
straight down the rapids to the big crash vrithmX ^ 

as .*£ 

521 h ke k bask f tful of loose sheins of silk after the 

entire length, you run into a knotted snarl 
motives blocking it. The very few who are not h? 
that who can pull their threads out to the eTd- ^ 
the great single-minded people, artists who starved^ 
selves and their families, financiers who wS 

, ^ etl ^ 0rs ; sclentlsts who inoculate themselves with 
deadly bacilli, even arch criminals. It’s luckv for thJf 
and also fortunate for normal, tangled humanis t?; 
they are in the minority. But I take it von Hiri n tbat 
tn.Men to m y viewfof 

n Wdl ’ 1 h °P e ? you might work up a view on on P 
person in particular,” Peter admitted » You L f 

ST he h « P V Up ]° a law y er friend of minT^t 

wort? W + t0 ^ 

up Orme’s case for 

puts on a good show, that’s fair enough— and Ihad to 

tLv^r/fXff 5 at bargain rates > salaries being what 
they are in the newspaper business ? y aai 

toto the chances of at Lani^Snof' S w.y rf 

to engage yon as defence alienist to eaamii 5™“' 
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" I’ve no doubt you would/' Dr. Cavanaugh said 
blandly, following with his eyes the floating procession 
of a series of smoke rings. 

" Of course, publicity means nothing to you — you 
could get as much free publicity as a movie star by 
lifting your finger. And there isn't any money in it. 
After all/ 1 Peter exploded, " I can't be expected to go 
broke in order to pay for the defence of a man I never 
saw in my life until I grabbed him for the sheriff ! And 
even if I did go broke," he added more calmly, f< I 
couldn't raise enough to interest you." 

“ So far as I know," the doctor said placidly, “ no- 
body expected anything at all from you — except 
yourself. And you seem to be devoting considerable 
energy to seeking bargain rates in professional services 
for the sake of a notion of abstract justice." 

"Justice be blowedl" It was in Peter's code to 
snort with indignation when accused of lofty sentiments. 
" This chap rather interests me, that's all. And I hoped 
he'd interest you." 

" He does," the doctor agreed with unruffled tran- 
quillity. " He interests me very much. He also interests 
the district attorney, who had the idea that a plea of 
insanity might be in order. He even suspects that our 
peculiar Mr. Orme is laying the ground for it by his 
present attitude. It just so happens that the district 
attorney's office has already requested my services as 
alienist for the prosecution." 
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CHAPTER XXXIII 

My grief ! ” Peter's hands were flung out in a eestur, 
of despair, strewing ashes from Ms half-burned cfiStt 
heedxessly over the doctor’s Pekin rug. “ That iiVs m 
Tb ® w °n't understand half of what you say 
but they II believe all of it because you say it. I wist 
you d waited for me," he added reproachfully 

Dr. Cavanaugh wafted three smoke rings into space 
before he answered. 5 paC€ 

" I did," he said at last. 

“ You — did?" 

to e X Im?nenJ ait l d eve 7 bod y- I am quite willing 
to examine Orme— his case, from what I hear, presents 

some interesting features — but I am not willing to srn 

hfhl/ 1 Eny m ° re definite bias aan 1 wouldhave 8 if 
he had come as a patient to my office. The Set 

, was ra ther heated in his comments on the 
insanity dodge as the current fashion among criminals 
of the present day but, after all, we are not surTtimt 
Orme is a criminal, any more than we are sure that he 
™"<V. By the way, how did he take the 
on of his captor into a good Samaritan?" 

Reter leaned back in his chair and lighted a fresh 
cigarette from the stub of its predecessor 

vi™. allowing any newspaper inter- 

ews. They didn t want to run the risk of having Orme 

to ?A e T e Bu n t S mv ith 'v reP ° rterS bef0re he ’ d ^ked 
strategic/’ 1 Y P ° Sltlon was what y° u might call 

poliilm -S r Way ° f puttin g y° urseIf “ strategic 
positions, Dr. Cavanaugh commented with a brieflv 

quizzical glance in Peter’s direction. 7 
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“ Oh, it was nothing to crow about/' Peter hastened 
to assure him. " Only, you see, if I'd chosen to play 
myself up in the Herald as the intrepid amateur who 
discovered and caught the man who wrote that threat 
before the police even got rightly started to search for 
him, it would have made them look rather silly. It 
wasn't like that, of course, really; I just happened to 
light on a tip and followed it; and capturing Orme was 
about as heroic as picking up somebody's strayed kitten. 
But they couldn't help seeing the possibilities of the , 
other treatment — when they were tactfully pointed out. 

I merely turned Orme over to the sheriff and beat it 
back to the office — giving the police due credit for the 
arrest in a story that was on the street before the other 
papers even knew that anybody 'd been arrested. That 
little scoop was quite enough for me. in the way of 
glory. But, naturally, when I suggested that I'd lie a 
word with my pet tame prisoner, rules or no rules — well, 

I got it” 

“ Naturally/' Dr. Cavanaugh agreed so suavely that 
Peter looked up with sharp scrutiny; but the doctor was 
intent on extinguishing the burning end of his cigar 
against the side of the ash tray. “ And what did he 
say? " he asked without looking up. 

“ I told him I'd see that he had a lawyer, and he 
said, ‘ That's very kind of you, but you oughtn't to 
bother/ just as if I'd offered to call a taxi. I honestly 
do think there's something queer about him — nobody 
has any call to be as philosophical as all that when he's 
about to be tried for murder/' 

“ But then, you see, you've never been on trial for 
murder — perhaps you are not in a position to judge/' 
Dr. Cavanaugh reminded him. 

" Well, I think I'd at least manage to be interested." 
Qnne's indifference to the fate of his own neck was 
becoming a point of acute grievance to Peter despite his 




oui.au tie said was, Oh! I’ve heard of him.' Still' 
the idea seemed to impress him. Whatever you decide 
about him, I’m glad you're goiug. y„„ 

hmchf"““ aeOIy ' 1 other words, a 

If I had, it wouldn t be worth expressing T'm 
afraid you’ll have to cultivate a little scientific pfken C “ 
Still, your impressions are helpful : they give us a little 
background— a starting point And I may be ySr 
“* «•= district attorney's, after ail, you faow” 
Whoopee. Ill bet two doughnuts you will!” 

P f te I the wa y- 1 found out how he with- 

stood all that grilling by the detectives?, ‘ I sinmlv 
withdraw my attention,’ he said. ‘ I just -turn my bfck 
mentally, and trace out the development of some theme 
in music— a Beethoven symphony, for instance.’ Tust 
withdraws his attention,’ mind you, while they take 
turns trying to sweat a confession out of him! Tan 
you beat it?” can 

** It’s a good method,” Dr. Cavanaugh said “ Rut 
it will never become widely popular because most 
criminals don t know enough about 


ij 

\ 

:'1 


THE TULE MARSH MURDER 


^55 

he'd been thrown into a world where he can't find his 
way. Music was his own particular world, and he was 
pitched out of it, without money, deprived of the only 
way he knew of making any — cast into the society of 
auto-camp bums " 

44 Still/ * Dr. Cavanaugh brought him down to earth, 
44 that hardly explains why he should forthwith walk 
out and murder a rich and beautiful and rather famous 
lady of the stage." 

44 No," Peter assented glumly, 44 it doesn't." 

44 You have gifts, young man, but you're too easily 
disheartened — too mercurial. In the language of 
psychiatry, if you ever went off your balance, it would 
be the manic-depressive type of disorder." 

44 Great Scott!" Peter looked very blank indeed. 

Dr. Cavanaugh leaned back and abandoned him- 
self to one^nf his rare and hearty laughs. It seemed 
to shake itself upward from his toes, rumbled mightily 
in his diaphragm, and ended in a series of throaty 
chortles that left his eyes suffused with tears. 

44 You see how easy it is to terrify mere normal folk," 
he chuckled. 44 All insanity is only an intensification 
of normal impulses, so you needn't worry." 

Peter still eyed the doctor with some discomfort, 

44 I shouldn't have teased you." Dr. Cavanaugh's 
face had resumed its customary gravity. 44 You must 
have noticed one thing : though Orme was making every 
conscious effort not to give himself away in any 
particular, he did reveal something significant without 
knowing it. All of us are likely to do the same thing. 
He hasn't given us a motive for killing Sheila O'Shay, 
but we have at least the suggestion that he has come 
to regard the loss of life — his own or anybody eise's — as 
a mere scratch compared with something else which fa t 
has already lost." 
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CHAPTER XXXIV 


Peter closed Dr. Cavanaugh's office door behind Mm 
in a state of unaccustomed mental turbulence. He loafed 
along the hedge-bordered path which led from the 
separate side entrance of the office to the front driveway, 
chewing a twig which he had absent-mindedly plucked 
from the closely woven leaves of box. 

There is something intimidating to ordinary folk about 
the detachment of science, the impersonal clarity of 
knowledge. Peter no longer thought of the doctor 
merely as an expert in a field which interested Peter 
only as a source of copy on occasion. The psychiatrist 
loomed before his distorted mental vision as a marionette 
master pulling a hundred invisible wires. There had 
been a disturbing quality in his laughter: something 
Olympian and aloof, as if he alone knew what hidden 
paths they were following, as if they were all acting out 
a plot with the involuntary jerks of puppets while he 
sat behind the screen and held the script that gave 
meaning to their actions — held it by the power that 
came from understanding the mysterious springs of 
human conduct. 

Peter shook his head impatiently and tossed the twig 
away. 

"I'd better go to bed and get about forty-eight hours 
of sleep/’ he muttered. “ The pursuit of crime is 
beginning to tell on me.” 

C% Nevertheless, he continued to loiter by the side of 
the hedge. Were all the people in the world more or 
less cracked, needing only a push to knock them off 
the narrow wall of normality, like Humpty Durapty? 
True, Orme might have killed Sheila O’Shay without 
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being insane; and he might, on the other hand, be 
unbalanced without having killed Sheila O’Shay. They 
were no nearer to finding out why he had written that 
threatening letter, why he had changed his name and 
fled, why that flight had been so inconclusive, so easily 
abandoned, than they had been on the night when the 
letter was first found. And whatever Orme’s relations 
with the dead woman might have been, they did not 
explain Ellsworth’s unwillingness to have her dis- 
appearance made public, his purloining of the evidence 
of the contemplated breach-of-promise suit, nor Mrs. 
Kane’s effort to prevent the identification of the body. 

Despite weeks of headlines and front-page stories, 
thousands of words thrown into type and out again, 
investigations and suspicions, the tule marsh mystery 
was as much a mystery as on the day when Jimmy 
first dubbed it “ the best murder of the year.” Motive! 
The doctor was right. Without understanding what 
pulled the wires in people’s heads, clues were nothing 
but a meaningless jumble. And motives themselves were 
a queer mixture — even Peter’s own. 

What these people did and why they did it was, 
strictly speaking, none of his business. A month ago 
he did not know any of them, unless Sheila G’Shay’s 
frequently published photograph in rotogravure sections 
and news pages constituted acquaintance. Yet here he 
was, losing sleep, forgetting meals, working uncounted 
hours of overtime in the attempt to find out who; had 
killed Sheila O’Shay, and why. It was partly sheer 
human curiosity and pride, and unwillingness to con- 
fess. himself baffled; partly the desire, not only that a 
solution be found, but that the Herald have a hand in' 
finding it — and partly the need of setting Barbara some- 
where in clear sunlight, of brushing aside from her, 
always, anxiety and doubt and trouble and folly. It was 
because he cared so much for Barbara that Grme must 
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have a fair show. There must be no lingering shadows, 
no thrusting of guilt upon a possibly innocent man. If 
there were any chance of that, Barbara, he knew as 
surely as if he had known her all her life, would throw 
caution to the winds, even to her own mortal hurt. 

And she had need of caution — that much was 
abundantly clear. It flashed upon Peter with the force 
of complete conviction that though Barbara might con- 
ceivably have killed Mrs. Ellsworth — because any one 
might conceivably do almost anything, perhaps by a 
fatal accident in circumstances that would not bear 
explanation — she could not have taken that body to the 
marsh and burned it. With a sigh of audible relief Peter 
seized firmly on the supposition that she was protecting 
some one else with her quixotic loyalty. She might even 
have known, or suspected, what was going to happen. 
But in either case, neither quixotism nor loyalty would 
wipe out the ugly, hard legality of the phrase, 
" accessory after the fact/' 

Peter's whirring thoughts stopped short, as suddenly 
as the cutting off of a motor. He had drifted to the 
comer where the side path joined the main driveway, 
and saw Barbara herself at the curb, getting out of her 
car. He stood and watched her with sheer, unthinkable 
delight — delight in the sunshine that made of her hair 
a gleaming cap on her uncovered head; delight in the 
childlike unconsciousness and swift, agile grace of her 
movements. He smiled as he noted that she had 
evidently forgotten her handbag. She leaned for- 
ward into the car, poised with one foot on the curb, 
and groped in the crevice between the seat cushion and 
the back upholstery. 

Slowly she withdrew her hand and stood staring with 
bent head — not at a handbag, but at something that 
gleamed and flashed with a row of tiny green lights that 
caught the sun. It was a large amber comb of the 
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Spanish type, flaring fan-shaped to the double row of 
emeralds that curved, fully six inches from end to end, 
across the top. 

Peter thought that he had cried out, that he had run 
toward her; but there was only a slight choking sound 
in his throat. His hand reached out automatically and 
clutched the hedge for support. That comb was famous 
from a hundred descriptions, familiar from a hundred 
photographs. The story had been reprinted times with- 
out number — how a headstrong Balkan prince had 
stolen it from his family’s royal collection for a woman's 
whim, and had been sequestered under guard for three 
years to keep him out of reach of his enchantress when 
the theft and its motive were discovered; how the woman 
had worn it triumphantly ever since in her tawny, un- 
bobbed hair, declaring that if they wouldn’t let her 
have the prince she’d at least have the emeralds, and 
leaving the royal relatives to splutter helplessly. 

It was the emerald comb of Sheila O’Shay. 

Barbara held the huge, glittering ornament in her 
hand for a moment, her head drooping lower and lower. 
Then her face lifted. Peter saw her gaze dart from side 
to side, up and down the deserted, sun-drenched street. 
He had never seen such utter, trapped terror on a human 
countenance. Her fingers wrenched frantically at the 
comb, breaking it tooth by tooth, jewel by jewel, into 
fragments. Some of them dropped to the pavement, but 
she stooped to pick them up. Then she ran, her two 
laden hands pressed tightly against her breast, to the 
-sewer opening at the corner. 

“ Don't 1” Peter cried out hoarsely, but she did not 
hear him. He could not himself have told whether he 
was protesting against her act or against the whole world 
in which such things could be — an instinctive, horrified 
denial of his senses. 

He saw her kneel in the dry rubbish of the gutter and 
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thrust her hands through the storm grating that covered 
the entrance to the sewer pipe. When she withdrew 
them, they were empty. She turned then, and ran back 
to the house as swiftly as she had come. Her skirt and 
her light-coloured stockings were streaked with grime 
from the gutter, but she made no effort to brush off the 
dust; she did not even look down. With that white tor- 
tured face, staring straight ahead, she fled up the drive- 
way, passed within three feet of Peter without seeing 
him, and dashed into the house. 


CHAPTER XXXV 

Sheila O’ Shay's body had been driven to the marsh in 
Barbara’s car— the one thing Peter had held to be 
inconceivable had happened. He saw the jaunty little 
sport coup4 nosing its way through the night with its 
burden of death, Barbara’s white face of terror above 
the wheel. Had she searched with frenzied fingers for 
the missing comb, not daring to strike a light? Had 
she, in the horror of those dark hours, not even noticed 
that it had slipped from the gleaming copper of Sheila’s 
hair— perhaps not even known that it had ever been 
there? 

A groan broke from Peter’s Ups. He was dully aware 
that somet hing was pressing sharply against his fore- 
head. The pain brought him slowly from the clutch of 
that imagined scene to a consciousness of his surround- 
ings, like one who has plunged into deep water and rises, 
fey no effort of his own, to the surface. He found that 
he was leaning against the trunk of a tree, his face 
pressed close to its rough baric. His breath came in 
sobbing gasps, as if he had been running to the point 
of exhaustion. . , 

And then, as suddenly as the turning on of a light in 
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a dark room, he was roused £rom the numbness of night- 
mare by a flash of absolute certitude. Barbara’s hand 
might have held a knife or jerked a trigger, but Barbara 
could not have flung the body of Sheila O’Shay into 
the mmsh and set fire to the grass. She could not have 
done it, simply because she was Barbara. If he had 
seen with his own eyes her figure at the wheel with that 
other huddled figure beside it, he would still have known 
that she did not do it—because she was Barbara. He 
had believed without evidence that this one thing she 
could not do. The physically impossible^-or what 
looked like it— was often enough accomplished, but there 
were impossibilities that struck deeper. He had the 
evidence now, and he defied it. Evidence was as 
nothing, because no outer facts could give the lie to the 
central fact that was Barbara. 

With a deep, tremulous sigh Peter moved away from 
the tree and walked slowly up the driveway 'where 

Barbara had ran a few minutes — or was it hours? : 

before. Barbara needed saving fax more than he had 
dreamed. He had admitted, fleetingly, the idea that she 
herself was responsible for Sheila's death, but he knew 
now that he had never believed it. It had taken the 
flash of emeralds in the sun to bring that idea into the 
light where he must face it- 4 ace it with all its 
implications. 

His mouth set in a hard, straight line. He knew 
exactly what he was doing. There was no ignorance 
of the law to blind him. He knew that he was going to 
suppress his knowledge of material evidence of a crime. 
If Barbara was guilty, no wrangling lawyers, no avid 
press, no stolid jury should tear that bright and g allan t 
spirit to shreds. If she was a murderess, she was still 
Barbara 1 He forced himself to say the word with dry, 
stiff lips: “ Murderess ! ” And he heard, as clearly as if 
he sat in the courtroom, as he had heard it many tim^ 
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from his seat in the press row, the voice of the judge 
solemnly intone, “ And may God have mercy on your 
soul.” Never that— never that— for Barbara! He 
fought his way back to self-control, his nails forcing 
tiny red drops of blood from the palms of his clenched • 
han ds. If Barbara was guilty, he would share her guilt. 

He squared his shoulders as if against the wind. He 
was accessory after the fact of murder. 

This time there was no hesitation on the doorstep 
before he rang the bell. Peter’s training stood him in 
good stead; the black-and-white automaton who 
answered the door saw only a tall and rather pale young 
man whose clothes were badly in need of brushing — 
several twigs and bits of leaf were clinging to them— 
but who showed no evidence of excitement. She looked 
up at him with a tentative half-smile of recognition, but 
he had evidently forgotten her. He fished a Herald card 
from his pocket and scribbled a message on the back. 

“ Please let me see you at once— it is most impor- 
tant.” He paused a moment, and then added: “ I am 
counting on you — we are friends, remember.” 

He looked up, as if he had just become aware of the 
figure in the open door. _ j 

* ‘ Oh, it’s you ! I hope you found the two bits — j 

though you didn’t deserve them that time. ^ Will you 
take this to Miss Cavanaugh, and tell hear I’ll wait in j 
the room with the marigolds?” 

“ There aren’t any marigolds— the season’s past, 
sir,” the automaton explained meticulously. 

“ Never mind — we know what we mean. You just 

cut along.”* „ , . , 

The automaton obediently cut, wondering as she 
mounted the stairs how Miss Barbara had ever dis- 
covered such a very nice young man who obviously did 
not belong in her own social circle. 

” He can’t have any money— his clothes are a sight \ 
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— but he does have a way with him. And Miss Barbara 
can afford to like whoever she pleases,” she reflected 
enviously. 

Peter stood anxiously waiting in the small room where 
daffodils had replaced the marigolds, but where a little 
fire still twinkled in the grate. He wished he had 
warned her to take off that dust-streaked dress before 
she came down. She might meet any number of ser- 
vants, and they'd be sure to notice it and wonder. He 
wished he had told her to destroy his card — but, then, 
the girl might already have read it on her way up. 
He had thought only of Barbara while he was wri ting 
it — he strove now to remember the wording. It was 
non-committal enough; still, it was better out of the 
way. His brain felt paralysed with the sense of his own 
incompetence. There were so many things to think of 
—so many things that he had never had to consider 
before. Peter found himself wishing that he had com- 
mitted any number of crimes so that he would have 
been practised in technique, would know exactly what 
ought to be done. Suppose he made some horrible 
blunder. Suppose he could not save her. Suppose 

" You wanted to see me?” She was there, slim and 
straight and child-like between the folds of the curtains. 
Before advancing into the room she turned and slid the 
folding doors shut. She was immaculately dressed in a 
straight little blue frock, and she held Peter's card, 
twisted in a tube about her slim fingers. 

" Thank God I” Peter cried. 

Barbara summoned a wan little smile. 

“ You always do have most astonishing ways of open- 
ing a conversation!” she said. 

" I was afraid you wouldn’t change your dress,” 
Peter explained. “ And may I have that, please?” 
He took the card gently from her fingers and dropped 
it on the glowing coals. 
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^ She*;, looked up at him, faintly surprised, as one who 
4as just passed through m earthquake might be sur- 
prised at the unexpected falling of a leaf. Unresisting, 
she allowed him to lead her to a chair and place her 
in it. Peter towered over her, his elbow on the mantel. 

" Barbara/' he said, “ God knows whether I've the 
wit to be much good to you, but I think the first step 
had better be for you to marry me." 


" Oh, Peter!" Barbara cried. Her voice was the thin, 
small voice of a terrified child at the touch of a re- 
assuring hand in the dark. " If I only could!'" She 
leaned, forward, her hands clasped tightly between her 
knees, her pinched white face irradiated with a flood of 
rosy colour. Her eyes, seeking Peter's, were wells of 
glory. : 

Peter forgot that Sheila O'Shay had been murdered, 
forgot that she had ever existed. His world was 
narrowed to one consuming blaze of divine astonishment. 

" But, Barbara ! You can't mean " he stam- 

mered. 

"Of course." Barbara nodded her head twice, with 
slow emphasis. “ I mean just tb at. I should think 
you'd have seen it from the beginning." 

Peter, still with that look of awed wonder, leaned 
down to kiss the bright bowed head. But before he 
reached her, he forced himself back, holding to the 
mantelpiece as if he feared to trust his own unaided 
will. . 

" But listen, you amaring child, you can't mean it!" 
he said. " You don't know a thing about me, really. 
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I'm just a hard-boiled newspaper reporter.” (It was 
a fixed delusion with Peter that he was hard boiled.) 
" 1 ea™ fifty dollars a week, and the only car I own 
or am ewer likely to own is one you'd be ashamed even 
to collide with. I never thought of it before, but for 
afl joa ^ might be nothing but a fortune hunter.” 

I know quite enough.” A shadow of the old gamin 
smile hovered at the comers of Barbara’s lips. " Are 
you hying to persuade me to marry you or trying to 
persuader me not to — which ? ' ' 

If things weren't as they are, I'd try to have too 
much sens® to ask you. But I've got to have the right 
to help you — to stand by, to the last ditch. Of course 
1 11 do that anyhow, but it '11 make things simpler. 
That's why I want you to marry me." 

" Oh, no, it isn't!" Barbara's shining gaze was still 
fixed on Peter's face. " It's because you love me." 

* Oh, that I" Peter's scorn was the most sublime 
assurance. " That goes without saying. Who 
wouldn't?" 

Still, said Barbara, " I'm glad you said it, even 
though I knew. I ought to be sony, but I'm not* I'm 
* glad — glad that I shall have it to remember, always. 

Because I'm not going to marry you, Peter." 

"'Don't be absurd!" Peter said angrily. “ Pleas®, 
Barbara, get this straight. Even if you hadn't looked 
at me like that, you glorious child — I don't know how 
it ever happened, but somehow it has — I'd have wanted 
you to marry me anyhow. Then, if we got things 
straightened out and you wanted your freedom, you 
could have it. Nothing, nothing at all, could possibly 
make any difference to me, except as k gave me some- 
thing to do for you. That's the way I fed about it. 
Now, will you marry me?" 

" Don't!" Barbara buried her face in her hands. 

$ “ You make it so hard." Then she looked up, her small 
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chin very stubborn, her eyes very steady. “ I can't 
marry you, Peter — not ever." 

" Why not?" Peter glared down at her belligerently. 

" Because " Barbara took a deep breath, then 

went on steadily: " I'm going to tell you something 
I have never hinted to another soul. I told you how 
Dr. Cavanaugh adopted me out of the orphanage. I 
rather think that I am really his daughter." 

It was so far from what Peter had expected her to 
say that he could only stare at her in blank amazement. 

“ But, darling child," he said, when he had caught 
his breath, " can you think for one moment that that 
would make any difference to me?" 

" It would to me," Barbara said, so low that he had 
to bend toward her to catch the words. 

“ But it mustn't. I don't care a fig whether your 
parents had a marriage licence or not. As the lawyers 
say, it's incompetent, immaterial, and irrelevant. Dr. 
Cavanaugh is a very great man — you might well be 
proud to get some of your heredity from a brain like 
that. Even if he did your mother and you a social 
injury by not marrying her, he's done his best to make 
it up to you." 

“ Yes," Barbara said gravely, " he is a great man, 

and he has been good to me. But oh " Sobs rose 

in her throat, but she fought them down. “ You don't 
understand — you never can understand — I can never 
tell you I" 

** Listen to me," Peter said sternly. " We're talking 
at cross purposes. You’re not being frank with me. 1 
saw you find that comb behind the seat of your car, and 
destroy it." 

Her hands reached out in a gesture of frantic protest, 
but he disregarded them. 

“ I said I didn't care what you've done. I mean it. 
As a matter of fact, I think that you probably killed 
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Sheila O'Shay and that we may have the deace of a 
time getting you out of it. Now, will you marry me?” 

You think that of me,” Barbara said wonderingly. 
" You think that I killed her — I, with these hands, com- 
mitted murder ? ’ ' She held out her hands, palm upward, 
and looked at them curiously. “ You think I am a 

murderess, and that I may be hanged for it, and still 

still you want to marry me?” 

Peter did not know that he had moved until he 
reached Eer and lifted her from the chair and held her 
close, his cheek against her hair. 

" They shan't hurt you, Barbara. Nobody shall hurt 
you. I won’t let them.” Staring into the distance above 
her bowed head, Peter defied the world. 

” I think,” murmured Barbara, “ that it might be 
worth dying for, to know that somebody felt like that.” 
Then, very gently, she slipped out of those encircling 
arms. " But I won’t do it, Peter. No power on earth 
— not the power of love itself— can make me marry you. 
That is the ultimate truth, and you will have to believe 
it." 

Peter looked long and steadily into her eyes lifted 
bravely to his, but they did not waver. 

"•It only makes things a little harder, darling,” he 
said at last. '* You know that I’ll do whatever I can, 
anyway. And we mustn’t be frightened. I was standing 
in the driveway when you got out of your car; I’m sure 
that no one else saw you. Perhaps, when all this is 
over and forgotten, you’ll be willing to decide 
differently." 

"I can’t. Please, unless you want to pain me terribly, 
don’t ask me again.” 

" But you don’t want me not to love you, do you 
Barbara?” 

Once again Barbara’s face was lighted by its elfin 
'Smile. 
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“ I don’t think there’s anything can prevent — either 
of us/' she said. 


CHAPTER XXXVII 

Public interest in a murder trial is as unpredictable as 
the success of a theatrical production; but the trial of 
David Grme was sure fixe from the beginning. 

" It's got everything," Jimmy asserted with enthus- 
iasm. " Sex appeal, mystery, big money. It's a wow 
of a story I" 

Peter glared dourly at his fellow human beings as 
he fought his way through the crowd in front of the 
courthouse. It was a quiet, even a contented crowd, 
content to stand and stare all day at the familiar out- 
lines of the building — familiar and yet subtly dramatic 
now because of the drama of life and death opening 
behind its walls. There was absolutely nothing for them 
to see, Peter reflected crossly, and yet they thought 
nothing of waiting there, hour after hour. There were 
women with small children jammed against their skirts, 
men carrying their lunches in paper bags. Ropes 
guarded by policemen cleared a lane to the door; but 
inside, the crowd poured itself down the corridors from 
wall to wall. They showed no disposition to make way 
for Peter. 

" I'm sorry, you'll have to let me through," he 
reiterated mechanically, displaying his press badge and 
re-enforcing it with the sharp prodding of elbows. 

“ There's too many of these here press fellows, that's 
what, keeping everybody else out. Where do they get 
ah their pull, anyhow?" 

Peter shouldered the speaker aside, forcing his way 
forward, yard by yard. 
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“.Say- yoong man, how do you get in to see this boy 
that s killed somebody? I’ve been here since six o’clock 
this morning and I ain’t no nearer than when I 
started.” Peter felt the pressure of a hand on his arm 
and turned to look down into the face of a neat little 
old lady garbed in her best of faded black. 

“ Tou don’t get in,” he snapped. “ And you 
wouldn’t understand a word of it if you did. You’ll 
learn a whole lot more if you go home and read the 
Hemid." 

“ Well, I never did see the inside of a courtroom," 
the old lady persisted plaintively. “ I thought it would 
be kind of nice to see it once.” 

That was what it was to them — a show. It would 
be equally a show if it were Barbara inside instead 
of Grme. 

A hastily erected fence of unpainted laths walled of 
the entrance to Department 34. Peter ran the gamut 
of six policemen, holding fast to his card of admittance : 
“ Press Pass. Admit J. A. Piper representing Herald 
to all Court Sessions of Orme Trial. Attest A. W. Moore, 
deads; Charles Harvey, judge. Seat number 53.” It 
was his ticket to the arena, where the gladiators would 
hag* at one another with their word lances, where the 
judge would loll in his chair — “ thumbs up, thumbs 
down." And outside, the blindly patient crowd waiting 
hungrily for its crumbs of vicarious excitement. 

Fate flung himself, worn and dishevelled, into seat 
53. Inside the courtroom it was very quiet. In one 
comer a muted telegraph instrument ticked sharply, like 
the chirp of an industrious cricket. Behind the railing 
which divided the courtroom in half, Peter recognised 
the rofl of fat on the back of the neck of the district 
attorney; the scrubbed blondness, like a small boy just 
out of the tub, of the young defence lawyer; the stal- 
wart, motionless shoulders of Dr. Cavanaugh. Orme 
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himself was overshadowed by the huge figure of the 
deputy sheriff from the homicide squad who sat beside 
him. Twelve men and women ranged in two rows along 
the side wall contrived to look at the same time blank 
and self-conscious. One of them wore a green hat 
perched high above her sallow face. Peter decided that 
a hat like that deserved a peremptory challenge, 

" The case of the People against David Orme . , w 
as alleged in the indictment. . . . That he did wilfully 
and feloniously murder one Sheila Ellsworth , . 
intoned the district attorney. 

The judge, with a face all sharp angles, like a cubist 
drawing, topped by hair that glistened like spun sugar, 
rapped out questions. 

" Conscientious scruples against the death penalty in 
a proper case . . . Any prejudice for or against the 
defence of insanity . . . The criterion of accountability 
is this/’ A 

Questions. Questions. Questions. 

“ The people will excuse Mr. Warren ... The 
challenge is with the defence . . . The defence will 
excuse Mrs. Barnes." That was the woman in the green 
hat. Thank heaven he would not have to face that hat in 
the jury box day after dayl. 

The personnel in the twelve chairs shifted. The bailiff 
pulled slips of paper out of a revolving tin box and 
boomed new names one by one. Orme — Peter could 
see him now, over the shoulder of the sheriff — sat with 
folded arms, staring dreamily into space, his profile 
motionless in relief against the plaster of the wall. Not 
once did he glance toward the jury box. The questions 
and challenges floated unnoticed over his head. Not once 
did he start at the words, " murder," " Sheila Ells- 
worth," "hanged" — words reiterated and hammered 
on Peter's consciousness until he wanted to strike out 
against them in unreasoning fury. 
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The very worst feature of being tried for murder, 
Peter decided, was the torturing, abysmal boredom of 
it. If they would only get on with it 1 The press corres- 
pondents slumped in their chairs, jotting down the 
names and addresses of jurors and crossing them out 
again when they were challenged. A sketch artist in the 
row ahead amused himself by drawing a libellous cari- 
cature of the court reporter. With one accord the men 
and women in the jury box denied that they ever read 
anything in the newspapers or had ever heard of the 
murder of Sheila O’ Shay. The faint slip-slip of pencils 
on copy paper, the chirping of the telegraph cricket 
sounded as a constant faint overtone to the droning of 
questions and answers. 

There was an indefinable stir, like a wind sweeping 
through a forest. 

" Court adjourned until two o'clock/* 

" Order in the courtroom, please ! Keep your seats ! ** 

“ First juror chosen in Orme Murder Trial it 
would be shouted in extras on every comer within the 
hour. Stumbling and pushing, the reporters crowded 
the aisle, breaking for the telephones in the witness room 
outside. 

" Bet you two bits they don't get a jury in a week I " 

y Not with Judge Harvey — he'll speed 'em. Say, 
do you remember in the Cogswell case he told 'em he 
was going to begin trying it by Monday noon, jury or no 
jury?" 

Peter grimaced over his shoulder at the " Q and A " 
twins of the Herald staff. They sat in adjacent seats, 
one of them taking down in shorthand the questions 
and the other the answers of the witnesses. Between- 
whiles, they invariably engaged in a spirited conflict over 
the expected progress of the case in hand. As he turned, 
Peter for the first time had an unobstructed view of the 
chairs set back from the table, within the enclosure. 
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“ Here, Harry l " He thrust his pages of notes into the 
hand of the nearest of the Q and A twins. 11 Take care 
of this for me, will you? Phone it in to the office and 
tell Jimmy IT 1 be around to write the rest of the story 
in half an hour. And if he tells you to remind me there's 
a one o'clock deadline, you tell him if I miss it he can fire 
me, and to go to — anywhere you like/' 

Peter nudged his way up the aisle and vaulted the low 
railing to the enclosed area, his eyes fixed on a small 
black hat just visible above the back of the chair. 

" Barbara!" he exclaimed. “ Why did you come? 
How did you get in?" 

The little figure in the big chair faced him calmly. 

" Father got a pass for me," she announced. " He's 
to be an expert witness, you know, and I've never seen 
him in action. I told him I thought it might be interest- 
ing/' Peter wondered if he would ever in the world 
get over being astonished at Barbara. Except for the 
tired lines about her eyes, she was as nonchalant as if 
they had met in the lobby of a theatre instead of a court- 
room, j, 

" But you can't stay. You mustn't," Peter said in a 
low tone. “ It's too much for you to stand. And it 
won't do anybody a particle of good." 

" Won't you sometime ask me something that I don't 
have to say * No ' to, Peter?" For one moment her 
upturned face was full of appealing wistfulness; the 
next, it had hardened into a look of weary fortitude. 
" How can I possibly know what will do any good 
unless I stay to find out?" she said. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII 

Peter's impressions of the succeeding days of the Orme 
trial were like a series of island mountain tops emerg- 
ing out of the sea. There were waste stretches which he 
did not remember at all, although at the close of each 
court session he hammered out in the Herald local room 
that series of courtroom stories which laid the foundation 
for his reputation as one of the most brilliant special 
writers in the country. 

If Orme was not guilty, Barbara must be. If Orme 
was found guilty, Barbara would walk with firm, light 
steps into the arena and let her body and soul be tom 
while the news boys shouted “ Extra ” and the crowd 
licked its lips outside, rather than allow him to suffer 
unjustly. Peter, slumped in seat 53, his eyes fixed on 
the small black hat, just visible above the chairback 
where Barbara sat beside Dr. Cavanaugh, felt his brain 
damped in a tight, inescapable circle of thought. And 
yet some other portion of his mind functioned indepen- 
dently, automatically recording names, addresses, 
incidents, pictures. 

He seemed to have spent an endless lifetime alternat- 
ing between the courthouse and the Herald office. He 
could scarcely recall a time before the trial began; he 
could not look forward to the time when it should be 
ended. He sat through the droning hours with half -shut j 

eyes which yet saw with minute detail every aspect of I 

the courtroom. And out of the welter certain scenes 
were stamped, bright and clear, in his memory. 

The first of these was Don Ellsworth on the witness 
stand— Don Ellsworth facing with dilated, desperate 
eyes row upon row of press correspondents, each scrib- 
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bllng intently on pads of copy paper. He no longer had 
the look of a sullen, violent boy. The thing he had 
fought and hated more than anything else in the world 
had happened, and he faced it with tense composure. 
He stared before him like a man in front of a firing 
squad, standing rigidly erect until he had twice been told 
to be seated in the witness chair. 

“ Will you just relate in your own way, Mr. Ells- 
worth, the circumstances of your wife's disappearance 
from your home? " 

" I was first aware that she had gone on the morning 
of March 19th." Ellsworth spoke in a hard, mechanical 
voice, as if he were reciting a lesson by rote. “ My 
wife's maid came and told me that " 

" Never mind what any one told you. Just relate 
what you did." 

Ellsworth's eyes flashed briefly from the rows of 
reporters to the lawyers' table. Peter was suddenly 
reminded of a bull being pricked by a lance tip of the 
toreador. Don opened his lips to retort, but thought 
better of it. 

" I went up to my wife's boudoir. 1 found that the 
lights bad been left burning. So far as I could tell, none 
of her clothes were missing except an evening cloak and 
the dress which she had worn at dinner the night 
lifore." 

“ And what did you do then?" 

" Nothing. I waited, thinking that some natural ex- 
planation of her disappearance would be forthcoming. 
When she had not returned after several days, the 
police were notified. That is all I can say of my direct 
knowledge." 

** Have you ever seen the defendant, David Orme, 
before?" 

" I think not." 

M I ’will ask you to read this letter, introduced in evi- 
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dence as People's exhibit A. What is your interpretation 
of this letter?" 

I object, your honour. What the witness thinks the 
letter means is incompetent, irrelevant, and immaterial." 

" If the witness knows any circumstances which will 
explain the letter, he has the right to state them. You 
may answer the question," the judge rapped out with 
metronomic precision. 

" I had some reason to suppose that Mrs. Ellsworth 
had done Grme — or he thought she had done him — 
some injury." 

" What reason? " 

" She had also done me what I consider a grave injury 
and I imagine I am by no means the only one to suffer 
at her hands." 

" Your honour, 1 object. I move the answer be 
stricken from the record as unresponsive." 

" It may be stricken out." 

" I withdraw the question. Did your wife ever speak 
of Orme to you?" 

M She did." 

The bent heads of the correspondents rose like a 
field of flowers turned upward by the wind. There was a 
faint rustling sound of suppressed excitement. 

" Will you kindly relate the substance of such con- 
versation or conversations?" 

" My wife told me that David Orme was the name oi 
the latest of her husbands — previous to myself!" The 
dry bitterness of the voice smote the courtroom like a 
blade of ice. 

" Had you any reason to suppose that your wife 
might have left the house voluntarily with her former 
husband?" 


"I object!" Graham, the defence lawyer, his round 
boyish face crimson, popped to his feet as if sprung out 
of a box. " What the witness supposes his wife might 
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have done is incompetent, irrelevant, and immaterial, 
and calling for the conclusion of the witness," The 
words were like the splatter of a shot-gun. 

" Your honour," the district attorney boomed re- 
proachfully, " surely the witness may relate any conduct 
on the part of his wife directly bearing on the circum- 
stances of her leaving the house 1" 

" Reframe your question." 

" Did .^our wife do or say anything to indicate that 
she was in communication with Orme? ' ' 

" My wife’s former husbands were not a common 
topic of conversation between us." Again the air was 
cut by that sword of ice. 

A gust of laughter ran through the courtroom — the 
nervous, explosive laughter that is release from intoler- 
able tension. 

" Silence in the courtroom, please !" 

" Your honour, I move that the answer be stricken 
from the record as unresponsive. ' ' 

" It may be stricken from the record. Answer the 
question, Yes or No," the judge said with bored severity, 

"She did not" 

" That is all, Mr. Orme," . 

"You may cross-examine." 

" I understood you to say," Graham began cheer- 
fully, " that you looked through your wife's clothes 
on the morning when she was first missing. Doesn't 
that indicate that you thought she might have .packed 
her clothes before leaving?" 

" I object," rumbled the district attorney, " on the 
ground that the question is leading." 

" Objection overruled. The witness may answer," 
the judge said with his usual curt weariness. 

" I was taking the possibility into account." 

" And yet you did nothing— nothing whatever — to 
discover your missing wife's whereabouts for three days. 
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Weren't you, to say the least, somewhat anxious to know 
what had become of her?" 

The forced control of the man on the witness stand 
was suddenly shattered. His hands gripped the arms 
of the chair as if he would tear them from their 
supports. 

CHAPTER XXXIX 

“ If you want to know what I thought, IT! tell you," 
Ellsworth said in a loud rapid voice. “ At first I thought 
it quite likely that she had run away with some one. 
If I had known that Orme was about I might have sus- 
pected him, but as a matter of fact, I did not speculate. 
I did nothing about it because if that was the case it 
released me from a situation that I regretted with all my 
soul. But when I thought it over, I knew positively that 
that was one thing she wouldn't do. My wife was a very 
emotional woman, but she would never have deliberately 
given up sure money for the sake of any emotion. She 
might have relished the excitement of meeting Orme 
again, but she would never have given up her financial 
position as my wife to go back to him." 

Graham and the district attorney were both frantically 
striving to make themselves heard above the storm. The 
gavel of the bailiff thumped like a tom-tom. 

" Silence, gentlemen I" The voice of the judge ripped 
across the turmoil. “ The last remarks may be stricken 
from the record. Mr. Ellsworth, kindly confine yourself 
to answering the questions." 

"T thought your idea was to find out the truth." 
Ellsworth turned furiously upon the judge, as if confront- 
ing a new assailant from an unexpected quarter. 

" So it is," the judge said firmly. “ Nevertheless, 
you must submit yourself to the rulings of the court. 
The defence may proceed with the next question." 






178 THE TULE MARSH MURDER 

" You say that you did nothing for several days after 
your wife disappeared. Did it not occur to you, regard- 
less of your personal feelings toward Mrs. Ellsworth, that 
the police should be notified?” 

" It did. But I had already sacrificed a great deal 
in the effort to keep my personal affairs from being 
made public. It appears that I was to be unsuccessful. 
But I would have given anything under heaven to avoid 
— this!” Ellsworth's arms flailed out in a wide gesture, 
sweeping the press rows, the jury, the bailiffs, and 
lawyers in an inclusive circle. 

" Is it not a fact that you deliberately took and 
concealed certain papers belonging to Mrs. Ellsworth 
and having a bearing upon the circumstances of your 
marriage?” 

" I object. The circumstances of Mrs. Ellsworth's 
marriage have nothing whatever to do with the 
case — ” 

“ Dejection sustained.” 

" Let me answer, please. I demand the chance to 
explain. I've done my utmost, all my life, to keen out 
of the papers. Now I want my side to be heard. These 
insinuations — they will be made public — they already 
have been. Let them at least have the truth!” 

" Calm yourself, Mr. Ellsworth. This case is -not 
being tried in the papers — officially,” the judge said 
sardonically. " If you desire to make a statement, you 
may do so.” 

"The papers which I took from Mrs. Ellsworth's 
safe were the documents in a breach-of-promise suit 
which she threatened to institute prior to our marriage. 
I took them because I feared that they would be con- 
sidered suspicious evidence against me — give me an 
apparent motive for-^for doing away with her. A psy- 
chiatrist tells me that this fear was due to a genuine wish 
that she should pass out of my life — that I was afraid 
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1 because I really did have such a motive, although it 
never was a conscious one. It was a sort of panic. I 
wanted to keep out of it as far as possible. I might have 
; known it couldn't be done — that the crash had come. 

! But if I had really wanted to kill Sheila, I'd have done it 

before I married her. And if I had killed her, I'd at 
least have had the sense not to try to cover her dis- 
appearance. It's horrible that I can't, even now, be 
: sorry she's dead. But I'm punished for that, punished 

by having to endure all that I've most dreaded and 
loathed, punished by — this I" Again the rigid arm 

swept outward. Then Ellsworth's head dropped forward 
| on his arms, flung across the railing before him. ■ ‘ That's 
1 all," he mumbled, almost inaudibly. The fierce repres- 

sion of years had broken down, loosing the torrents in 
one mighty outburst. Having lost all that he had 
guarded, he flung the remnants of his wrecked life to 
them, with a strange relief in the abandonment. 

" We will take a recess for ten minutes," said the 
1 judge. 

The reporters hurled themselves at the doors. 

" Great stuff I" 

" Too late for the home. The morning papers'll get 
it, durn 'em." 

" Never mind, they'll run an extra on this — see if they 
don't." 

" New lead — add Qrme trial " — this over the tele- 
phone. 

“ Copy boy! Rush this to the office, and step on it!" 
This from the Q and A twins in chorus. 

I Peter, having telephoned his flash, left the smoke- 

filled witness room with its clangour of telephones and 
stood leaning against the wall at the back of the almost 
l empty courtroom. He started at the touch of a hand 

5 on his arm and turned with surprise to find Don Ells- 

j worth standing, white and spent, beside him. 
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" I want to tell yon something,” Don said in a low 
tremmlous voice. * 

“ Take it easy.” Peter forgot his own fatigue in the 

lapse from intense excitement. His gray ey<s beamed 
upon Ellsworth with friendly reassurance and &vm 
pathy. y 

“But I want you to know this,” Don rushed on 
glancmg about to make sure that they were not ever- 
heard. “ I hoped to marry Barbara Cavanaugh— mavbe 
you already knew that, or guessed it. Well, that’s over 
She has told me that you are the man she cares for. And 
it’s true. I thought she cared for me once, but even if 1 
hadn’t lost my chance, she never looked at me as she 
looked when she spoke your name. I wanted to let vou 
know that— personally. And to tell you before f go timt 
I was a fool for blazing out at you when you came to 
the house. 

“ Oh. that’s all right. All m the day's work," Peter 
said inadequately. He felt very much as if he wanted 
to cry, but his gray eyes only shone a little more waimlv 
on the man beside him. J 

“ What I really wanted to say, though. Was this " 
Don went on. “ The other is only between ourselves 
But I thought you might like to know that as soon as this 
is over I m going to Africa to hunt big game. I don't 
know a thing about big-game hunting, but I guess it can 
be teamed. I don t know a thing about Africa, either— 
only I have an idea it's a country where there aren't 
many newspapers. ” A wan smite flickered across Don’s 
face. I thought you might like to have that as a 
scoop for— the Herald, isn't it?" 

Thanks/' said Pete briefly. He dared not trust his 
voice beyond the single word. 

The two hands met in a grip that left both sets of 
fingers aching. 
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CHAPTER XL 

The appearance of Mrs. Kane as a witness for the people 
caused a ripple of uncontrollable delight to sweep across 
the rows of press seats. 

She stalked up the narrow isle, her voluminous 
almost brushing the chairs on either side. With the un- 
swerving directness of an ocean liner, she had already 
stepped to the platform before the astonished clerk could 
check her progress. 

* ' Mumbl e-mumb 1 e-mumbl e — nothing-but-the-truth-so 
he!p-you-God," chanted the clerk. 

Mrs. Kane fixed him with severity in her eye. 

" That's what I'm here for," she announced 

cinctly. 

The judge blew his nose behind his handkerchief. The 
bailiff, with rigid, contorted countenance, banged his 
gavel. The sketch artists seized their pencils with furious 
haste. 

" It ain't possible." One of the Q and A twins nudged 
the other. 

“ As the farmer said when he saw a giraffe, 4 
no such animal!' " murmured his companion. 

" Silence in the courtroom, please /" admonished the 
bailiff , with the harassed air of a teacher trying to main- 
tain discipline over a class of unruly youngsters. 

Mrs. Kane surveyed the room with a disapprov 
stare which said as plainly as words, 4 
these people got to do with it, anyhow? 
go home and mind their own business." 

" Mrs. Kane," began the district attorney 
courtesy, M do you know the defendant, David Orme?" 

" Well, I ought to," clicked Mrs. Kane, viewing the 
questioner with manifest scorn of his stupidity. 
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The roll of fat across the back of the district ,+,- 
neck reddened. Stnct att °mey' s 

I didn’t ask you whether you ought to- T ,,i j 

sxr did - ^ the ^ *- -5 s 

" I already said so.” 

The district attorney cast an imploring glance at th» 

Ud ' S Wh W +° was ^ulously staring out of the window 
What were the relations between Mr. Orme and Mrs" 
Ellsworth at the time when you first knew him> ” d ^ 

CShK *" ” '• B ' ™ - Miss 


T , i OI astonishme «t passed over the coi 
I he lounging reporters straightened and leaned 
as if pulled by invisible wires. 

“ “ Yoa heard me, ’ ’ Mrs. Kane remarked cau 
He left and Miss O’Shay let him go. She n« 
a divorce from him.’’ 

“ Your honour I object 1” Graham leaped to 
as if galvanised by an electric shock “ The 
cannot possibly know this of her own knowledge 

0’ShL C th ta fX d °; , There ’ s P^ous little abo 
0 r, h ~{. that 1 don t ^ow of my own knowledge 

question Z^ 1011 Y ° U refra ™< 

Witt the reporter please read the question; 

answering/ ^ aS to what ^itn, 

The court reporter bent over his notes. 

. w ™ e , < i uesti0D ft the district attorney 
wnatr he announced m ^ ± w 
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snorts. The men in the press rows rocked back and 
forth, throwing decorum to the winds. The bailiff 
drummed an unheeded tattoo with the hand holding the 
gavel while with the other he wiped his eyes. 

M The court will please come to order/' said the judge, 
emerging from cover. “Proceed with your next ques- 
tion, Mr. District Attorney/' 

“ What, if any, evidence have you as to the rela- 
tions existing between the deceased and the defendant?" 
The district attorney was decidedly jumpy. He looked 
as if he were handling a firecracker which might go off 
unexpectedly. 

“ If you mean Miss O'Shay and Mr. Orme, Miss 
O'Shay told me herself. Orme simply disappeared. She 
was afraid if she started divorce proceedings he might 
turn up. Besides, she didn't want to wait. She was afraid 
she might lose her chance of landing Mr. Ellsworth." 

“ Just a moment. She told you all this?" 

fl Of course she told it to me!" Mrs. Kane's teeth 
wobbled dangerously but clicked into place. “ Did you 
think I made it up?" 

“ The witness is admonished to confine herself to 
answering the questions." 

“ You knew Mr. Orme by sight at the time of this 
marriage?" 

“ Yes," snapped Mrs. Kane, glaring balefully at the 
judge who had presumed to clip her utterances. 

“ Can you fix the date of the separation? " 

“ It was year ago come April." 

** And when did you next see Mr. Orme? 

“ He came to Mr. Ellsworth's house and brought this 
letter they've all been talking about. I told him that 
Miss O'Shay wanted him to go away." 

“And then?" 

0 I saw him hanging around the house. I spoke to 


f 
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him and told him it was no good waiting but he u 
would not leave till he had talked with her'* d he 

to “ ae lMt «»* *» »*». prior 

“ 9? the evenin g of March x8th— the last nio-ht T 
Miss O'Shay alive-she answered a telephone^ 
from the extension in her boudoir at about half-tS 

nnl-v i ° + ° C ' * ^member the time, because she had 
only just come upstairs, duuctly after dinner. She threw 
a cloak over her evening dress, and went out immerii 
ately, without telling me where she was going. I wmfto 
the hall window at the front of the house tosee what«h„ 

S* S P l loW «ot I — m£^SW ^ 

Mr. Orme walking down the driveway toward the Street 
was the last I saw i har-s^ 


r“ s nme was no need of the bailiff’s gavel In 

the amazed silence that filled the room the § teleLmh 
instrument sounded suddenly loud. The br eaking ofa 

^ ° nC ° f twins came £ * 

tiny, sharp explosion of sound 

;; That is all, Mrs. Kane.” 

"You may cross-examine." 

wi^sSfhr * tt0n ? ey eyed the %“* in the 
wimess chair as if he were a hon tamer entering the ca^ 

rnTr^r* ****&? temperamental beal of pre| 
His ruddy face had grown perceptibly paler bSZ 

S Ci “ b “* M advaSt 

Mrs. Kane," be said. " is it not somewhat unusual 
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for a lady fo confide her intimate personal affairs to her 
maid?" 

" Fve nothing to do with whether it is unusual or not. 
Miss O'Shay did it." 

"Will the witness kindly answer the question?" 

" Your honour, I object. The question is purely 
rhetorical. The witness cannot be expected to testify as 
to what is or is not unusual." 

" Objection sustained." 

" Mrs. Kane, can you explain how Mrs. Ellsworth 
came to confide her marital and other affairs with you?" 

" Yes. It was because I loved her." The face with 
its slipping teeth and its sausage roll of polished black 
hair was no longer funny. It was grim, and in a strange 
way majestic. " Miss O'Shay was a foolish, headstrong 
woman, but I loved her like my own daughter, and she 
knew it. I was the one person in the world who never 
flattered her, to whom she could always turn in the 
scrapes she was for ever getting into. God knows I did 
my best to keep her put of trouble. She didn't take my 
advice, not very often she didn't. She was always wild 
— always took what she wanted, and never mind the 
consequences, and then I'd do my best to keep the con- 
sequences from hurting her— too much. Always she got 
what she wanted, and always it hurt her in the end — 

till the very end of all " The sunken mouth twisted, 

the sharp eyes squinted shut, holding back the tears. 
One of them splashed down on the back of her cotton 
glove, and she wiped it off with the other hand. " She 
was nothing but a wayward girl, all those years — a way- 
ward girl, spoiled by all the attention she got, playing 
wife fire and thinking it wouldn't bum. Why wouldn't 
I know? — I, who took care of her from the time when I 
kept a boarding house and she was hardly more than a 
child, half-starved, tramping the agencies hunting a job 
in the chorus!" 
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handf am gIiPPed the table before 

“ Your honour, I ask that ti 
witness be stricken from the n 
The character of Mrs. Ellsworth 
Kane is beside the point." 

The witness answered your 
right to explain her answer. Th< 


re last remarks of the 
:cord as unresponsive 
as interpreted by Mrs! 

question. She has a 
■ remarks may stand " 
ed to Mrs. Ellsworth 
lation ? Why did you 
vanaufh in his efforts 
. - pounced. 

j /”* 1 s 

an air of solemn triumph. “ Mrs. Kane, whv did vJ 
refuse to give Dr. Cavanaugh a hair of Mrs. Ellsworth 

mamh“" are the hak of the bod Y found in the 

The district attorney leaped to his feet 

Your honour, I object! Is it the intention of th* 
defence to unpeach this witness?” the 

“ It is," Graham said sturdily. " I am laving +*,<, 
foundation for that, your honour.” ^ S 6 

The witness may answer " 

- “ Sjb . 1 

k °“ kno T 1 " Joto a lot iter men than 

you are in my day — or than the judge either if it 
:omes tn twi” J uu t> e < eitner, rt it 
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yourself to answering the questions put to you you lay 
yourself open to contempt of court.” 

But Mrs. Kane was not to be intimidated. 

" I guess I’ve been laid open to lots worse things,” 
she muttered. Then, having disposed of the majesty of 
the law, she faced the courtroom, patently ignoring with 
a bony shoulder the end of the table where the defence 
attorney sat. 

“ I wouldn't help them to find her murdered,” she 
said, " because it was the last scandal I could protect 
her from. All her life I tried to do that for her. Many 
and many’s the time I’ve failed. But for all the things 
that got out about her, there were plenty of others 
that didn’t get out. She was a bad, lovely woman, was 
Mist O'Shay. But I didn’t want something bad to be the 
last thing people remembered about her. She was so 
terrified of growing old — of losing the power of her 
beauty that had brought her everything she wanted. 
She was terrified of that when she married Mr. Ellsworth 
for his money and committed bigamy to get it. Why 
should I care what happened to him — to Orme, or Ells- 
worth, or any of them? Why should I want her name 
to be hawked about again, a scandal in her very death? 
Do you think I cared about getting somebody hung for 
her death? One of her beautiful hairs was worth more 
than Orme's neck. I didn’t want anybody to know that 
she had ever been afraid. If she wasn’t dead, it was 
her own business and I’d know it soon enough, because 
she'd tell me, without bringing the police into it to 
bother her. But if she was dead, then — then I wanted 
people just to remember — not that she was bad, but only 
that she was lovely.” 

The tall, spare figure, wrapped in its bizarre draperies, 
topped by an absurd hat, stood erect. The black eyes, 
glowing with the fire of a fanatical, protecting angel, 


I 
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looked straight before her, beyond the 
walls. 

Graham sank back in his chair 
tt That is all,” he said dispiritedly, 

Yonr honour, the People rest, 
attorney. 


courtroom 


said the district 


CHAPTER XLII 

*' Don 't take it so hard.” Peter tilted his chair back 
against the wall at an acute angle which left his long leas 
danglmg in space. “ God knows I don’t want you to S 
him off if he’s guilty. You're putting on a gJod show 
and that s ail that's to be expected " * 

Graham stabbed the desk blotter before him with the 

unused Pf ' found some satisfaction 

m a senes of mumte invisible objects 

guilty/’ 6 h6Ck ° f jt he Said ’ “ 1 don>t believe he is 

E> f‘i' a l X ana L U ? h, , who had eased his large bulk into a 
comfortable chair by the window, turned a serene gaze 
upon the worried lawyer. r ' e : 

“That gives you a certain rather impressive sin- 
centy ” he said blandly, ” but it may noiwSl *1 
heavily with the jury. Juries are likely to have agenerad 
idea that lawyers are an unscrupulous lot. It's partlv 
of cpurse, because legal procedure seems to themWi 
elaborate game whose rules are too complicated for them 
to understand— -and human nature has a way of being 
suspicious of what is beyond its comprehension. What- 
ever makes people ill at ease is likely to make them hos- 
tue. The average man would assume you to be an 
honest person, my dear Graham. You have LI™ 
countenance. if T e . °P en 



ence in the ottice o t me detence attorney, at uranam s 
request. The young lawyer's round cherubic face 
seemed to have lost some of its roseate chubbiness. 
There were puffy circles of fatigue under his eyes, and his 
mouth sagged in a discouraged droop. Peter's long face 
looked even longer than usual, and his cheek bones 
stood out sharply. His brows were drawn together in 
an anxious frown; that frown had become so habitual 
of late that it had etched two lines in parallel grooves 
above his eyes. 

Since the adjournment of court at half-past five, Peter 
had gone back to the office and written his lead for the 
next morning's city edition. He had stopped only for a 
cup of coffee on his way to the lawyer's office. Graham 
had come directly from the courthouse; the calf-bound 
books marked with slips of blue paper which strewed the 
desk and the pyramid of ashes in the brass bowl at his 
elbow indicated that he had taken no time for dinner. 
Dr. Cavanaugh had stopped downtown for an early and 
leisurely repast. Of the three, he alone showed no sign 
of perturbation. 

" You know," Peter brought the front legs of his 
chair to the floor with a thump, " I believe Ellsworth jpd 
the Kane woman were telling the absolute truth, queer 
as their stories were." 

" Their testimony was a good deal worse than queer," 
Graham said gloomily; " it was devastating. And yet, 
when you go over it in cold blood, dislike of publicity 
and fear of scandal — especially somebody else's scandal 
— sound like mighty feeble motives for trying to cover 
up the facts in a murder." 
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“ That's the trouble with motives.” The doctc 
examined his cigar with calm detachment before lightin 
it. “ The strongest of them so often do seem feeble 
to the other fellow. There’s the familiar notion, for ir 
stance, that all murders are committed from jealousr 
anger, fear, or greed. And yet there was the woma 
who took a hammer to her husband because he did nc 
want her to go to a bridge party. A patient not long ag 
came to me suffering from what we call a compulsio: 
neurosis. He was obsessed by the homicidal hnpuls 
to kill his wife because for twenty years she had sippei 
her coffee audibly from a spoon. Perhaps if one of u 
had to listen to that sound for twenty years we'd b 
inclined to call it justifiable homicide.” 

” At any rate,” Graham interrupted irritably ” to 
day’s testimony brought out a perfectly good, recognis 
able motive— two of them, in fact— for Orme to kill Mrs 
Ellsworth. It might have been jealousy, and it migh 
have been revenge. You may call him a pyschopat!i< 
case, Doctor, but those are going to look like mighty san< 
human motives to the jury/' 

, " Psychopathic or not,” Dr. Cavanaugh asserted 

Orme is not the type of personality to be moved power- 
fully by either of those two particular emotions. If h< 
did kill her, it was for some other reason.” " v 

“ Wel1 ' l ust tr y to convince the jury that regardless 
of motive and opportunity he simply hasn’t the righi 
kina of face for it ! ” Graham snorted. 

, n 1 TPt, my lad ’. 1 Dr - Cavanaugh said cheer- 
‘““y* J YE convinced juries of much queerer things 
than that. They ve almost got into the habit of believ- 
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know. You are in as good a position to judge as I am. 
What do you think ?" 

“ I honestly don't know/' Peter said slowly. <f I've 
seen a good many murderers, but I've never seen one 
like him. The evidence is all circumstantial, of course. 
But he did write the threatening letter, and he was the 
last person seen with Sheila O'Shay before her death. 
Our best hope is persuading the jury there's a 4 reason- 
able doubt.' Circumstantially, it's a strong case; but 
circumstances take funny quirks sometimes." 

“ Well, I don't believe he did it!" Graham stabbed 
at the blotter so viciously that the pen stood erect and 
quivering. " A guilty man w T ould either try to get out 
of it or throw up the game. But that's not evidence, it 
it weren't for that belief. I'd never have kept on with the 
case, not even for you, Peter. He's absolutely no help. 
He's adopted an attitude of — of passive nonco-operation. 
And if you'd ever get a client like that, I guess you'd get 
a few homicidal impulses yourself!" 

“ You're wearing yourself out to no purpose." Dr. 
Cavanaugh's calm authority had its effect. Graham 
plucked the pen out of the blotter and leaned back in his 
chair. " You leave the evidence to me. That's what 
I'm here for." 

Orme going to take the stand?" Peter inquired. 

" He says he is, and I can't very well stop him. But 
I haven't a ghost of an idea what he's going to say, 
^That's a pleasant position for a man's lawyer to be in, 
isn't it? I suppose if he's as cracked as Dr. Cavanaugh 
says he is, he might say almost anything." 

“ I didn't say he was as 4 cracked ' as all that, " Dr. 
Cavanaugh corrected mildly. " I haven't a notion in 
the world but that he'll tell the exact truth. Perhaps 
that's what he's afraid you'll argue him out of if he lets 
you know about it beforehand." 
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“ Look here, Doctor!'’ Graham half-rose, his face 
flushing angrily. 

" Just a moment.” The Doctor waved him back 
with a placating gesture. “ Orme may have the idea 
that the truth will not sound convincing. And since 
it is your job to be convincing, you might not look very 
favourably upon that particular brand of truth. It might 
need a good deal of varnishing. It is just possible that 
Orme is holding with all his strength of will to his pur- 
pose of telling exactly what he knows — and that he is 
afraid he might weaken under our combined persuasion 
if he gave us the chance to argue with him. Mind you, 
I know no more about it than you do 1 But there is 
nothing more stubborn than an unstable personality set 
on combating its own instability.” 

“ Well, I’ve done my best to keep him off the stand," 
Graham said wearily. “ You remain our one white 
hope. Doctor. I was afraid even you would slide out 

from under, after to-day’s testimony.” 

“Neither Ellsworth nor Mrs. Kane could possibly 
alter the facts relative to David Orme,” Dr. Cavanaugh 
said. "Iam willing to stake my professional reputation 
on that. In fact, I am hereby wagering a nickel he 
produced the coin and balanced it on the tip of his finger 

“ that I shall acquit David Orme. And it won’t affect, 

the verdict one particle if you two come out now and 
have the dinner you should have eaten two or three hours 

„ „ l » 

ago. 
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CHAPTER XLIII 

The haggard beauty of David Orme as he walked firmly 
to the witness chair had its immediate effect on the court- 
room. Despite the commonplace of modern dress and 
surroundings his face might have served as model for 
the painting of a tortured god — Orpheus tom by the 
nymphs, or Prometheus chained to the rock. The carved 
immobility with which he had sat day after day beside 
the sheriff had given place to a controlled but vibrating 
tension. That face, with its hollowed temples and sunken 
eyes, somehow relegated the jurors, the group of court 
officials in their railed enclosure, and the rows of news- 
paper men in their numbered seats to inconsequence, 
even tawdriness. Whatever else he might be, David 
Orme was not a sordid criminal. 

Before he had opened his lips except to murmur an 
almost inaudible response to the oath, the room was 
attuned to strangeness. A shiver of excitement — 
something not heard, not seen, but felt like the blowing 
of a wind — rippled across the press rows. The men and 
women in the jury box uncrossed their legs, ceased 
fiddling with things in their hands, and leaned slightly 
forward. 

If Graham viewed his witness with some trepidation, 

' he concealed his uneasiness under a manner of firm and 
confident friendliness. 

“ Will you just tell the jury in your own way the 
circumstances in which you first became acquainted with 
the lady known as Sheila O'Shay ?" 

** I was a member of the orchestra in the theatre where 
Sheila was dancing." There was not the slightest con- 
cession to the formality of a court proceeding in Orme's 
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manner. His voice was not raised in the consciousness 
of addressing an audience, neither did it sink to the 
embarrassed mumble of stage fright. It was low, but 
carried with perfect clearness to the farthest corner of 
the courtroom, “ 1 played " — his lips twisted sardoni- 
cally as if forced to admit the point of a rather cruel 
practical joke— I played the sandpaper. Rubbed 
sheets of sandpaper together, you know. It was what 
is called a jazz orchestra. Perhaps 1 may be allowed 
to explain that I was trained to be a concert violinist, i 
was what is sometimes called an infant prodigy ° 

“ Your honour/' the district attorney blurted, “ I fail 
to see what bearing the witness's musical abilities with 
sandpaper or otherwise have on the issue being tried 
before this court. Surely the present testimony is 
irrelevant and immaterial, to say the least of it!'’ 

The hurt indignation in the prosecutor's voice tailed 
to win any response from the angular, unmoved face 
of the judge. 

“ This man has taken the stand in his own defence, 
charged with the most serious offence in the criminal 
code." He might have been waving aside the impor- 
tunities of a troublesome child. “ I am inclined to give 
the witness considerable latitude. You may proceed, Mr. 
Qrme." > _ ^ 

Orme had awaited the end of the interruption with 
apparent indifference. 

** I was studying with Ysaye in Belgium, and was 
to make my formal dttmt the following year, when'll 
bicycle accident resulted in the amputation of two of 
my fingers." He glanced down curiously at his hand, 
as if, even yet, the tragic finality of that accident were 
hard for him to grasp, " Naturally, that ended my 
career. But as X had lived nothing but music all my 
life, it did not occur to me that any other occupation was 
open to me. Friends interested themselves in my behalf 
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and secured me the post of sandpaper artist in a jazz 
band/' Again the exquisitely carved lips writhed in that 
sardonic smile. “ I am trying to be brief, but these 
things have really a great deal to do with what happened 
afterward/" Orme glanced upward with a look of 
apologetic inquiry at the judge. 

In some subtle fashion the angles of the judge's face 
had lost some of their sharpness. 

“ Take your time, Mr. Orme. The court is willing to 
hear whatever you have to say/" 

“ Good boy!" whispered the Q twin to his mate— 
and received a warning glare from the bailiff. 

“ When I saw Miss O' Shay on the stage/' Orme went 
on, twisting his hands together in his lap, "I thought 
she was the most glorious person I had ever seen. She 
was like a movement from Tartini's * Devil's Trill ' 
sonata. She restored music to me — the music I could 
no longer bear to hear. I had not the faintest notion 
of seeking her acquaintance — there really would have 
been no way for me to do so if I had wanted to, and the 
idea did not enter my head. But — for some reason she 
noticed me, sitting there below her night after night in 
the orchestra pit. She learned my name, sent me a note, 
and asked me to call one night after the performance. 
She was like that. She could always take what she 
wanted, hold it — and throw it away. I know this will 
sound almost incredible, but she really did love me, poor 
and unknown as I was, a failure with no possible pros- 
pect of success. ' ’ There was a mute apology in Orme's 
smile, and yet no one in the courtroom found it hard 
to believe that the facilely emotional, impulsive Sheila 
O'Shay had been stirred by the man with the face of 
a Greek statue whose worshipping eyes followed her 
every movement from the orchestra pit. 

11 She did love me then 1 ” Orme's voice rang out, 
suddenly loud, in passionate affirmation. “ It was as if 
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somebody had stepped down out of heaven and lifted 
me up." There was a long pause; then he went on with 
forced calmness: " We were married. And then, of 
course, she got over it — in what seemed a very little 
while. She — there were other men. I — found it very 

hard. You, see, I " The face of the man in the 

witness chair became so ghastly white that the bailiff 
hastily handed him a glass of water. He looked down 
at it as if he hardly knew what it was. Then he gulped 
the entire contents of the glass, handed it back with a 
murmured “ Thank you, I’m all right now/' and con- 
tinued: 

“ She told me that I had no right to dictate her con- 
duct, that she earned more in a week than I did in a 
year, that she had — bought me, like any other bauble 
that caught her fancy, and that, the fancy having spent 
itself, she was through with me. And yet, I struggled 
on. I could not believe it would end like that. I couldn't 
see love as an easy thing, easily relinquished. It wasn't 
like that with me. you see." 

There was another long pause. The judge stared out 
of the window, Graham prodded a sheet of paper before 
him with the point of a pencil. The district attorney 
referred to some documents in a cardboard file at his 
elbow. The faint swish of pencils racing across copy 
paper, catching up, was audible from the press rows. 
The jury regarded Orme with strained attention. He 
seemed to be calling upon some inner reserve of strength, 
gathering together his resources. At last he move? 
slightly, sitting up very straight in the witness chair. 

" One night," he said in a low, penetrating voice, 
" she told me that she did not believe I had ever been 
a real musician. She said I had never been good for 
anything but to rub sheets of sandpaper together. She 
cast slurs on my musk — on music ! I lifted my fist " — 
Orme glanced down at his clenched hand as if it belonged 
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to some one else — " and struck her down. Then I left/" 
Suddenly he slumped back in the chair, his head 
falling forward on his lifted hand. 

“We will take a recess for ten minutes. The jury 
will bear in mind the admonition of the court not to 

discuss this case with others or among themselves ” 

With a clatter of hinged seats, the reporters stampeded 
for the door. 


CHAPTER XLIV 


When Grme resumed his place on the witness stand, 
a splotch of colour on each cheek had replaced his deadly 
pallor. If he was aware of an approaching crisis, this 
was his only tribute to it. 

M On the fifteenth of March of this year I discovered 
that my wife had entered into a bigamous marriage with 
Mr. Ellsworth.” His tone was studiously detached, as 
if the statement referred to nothing more disturbing than 
a mortgage or a bill of sale. “ I wrote her a letter — 
a hurt and angry letter. I will admit that I even had the 
strange idea that if I could talk with her she would come 
back to me. On the evening of March 18th I did see 
her." 

A sigh of excitement, of many breaths exhaled at once, 
rustled through the courtroom. 

" We walked along the street, talking. It was soon 
made absolutely clear to me that whatever feeling for 
me Sheila had once had was as lost, as forgotten, as 
one of her last year's costumes. I don't know just why, 
but the idea of this bigamous marriage was more revolt- 
ing to me than anything that had gone before— a queer 
kind of pride, of self-respect, perhaps. It seemed utterly 
humiliating to throw our marriage into the garbage can. 
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as if it were of no significance whatever. I offered to 
allow her a divorce, but she did not want Mr. Ellsworth 
to know that legally she was still married to me. I 
don't recall clearly what we said. It is all rather con- 
fused in my mind. I remember that we stood on a street 
corner. And then I left her and went out to the auto 
camp where I had been staying. That is all." 

The expression on Graham's naturally sunny counten- 
ance was almost comically disconsolate. He looked as 
acutely uncomfortable as a dog who finds a tin can tied 
to its tail and sits tight with the realisation that the 
slightest movement will let loose a hideous concatenation 
of sound. His reproachful gaze flickered for a moment 
across the inscrutable face of the judge. Very evidently 
the defence attorney considered that a punishment was 
^ j being inflicted upon him which he didn't deserve; but 
; ; ' he wisely decided to let bad enough alone. He forced 
his voice to a tone of jaunty indifference. 

“ No questions," he said. 

"You may cross-examine." 

The district attorney softened his habitual roar to a 
dulcet reasonableness. 

" There are a few points in your recital, Mr. Onne, 
which the People would like to have further elucidated. 
I will ask you to look at this letter, entered in evidence 
as People's exhibit A," 

" The defence stipulates that the letter in question 
was written by Mr. Orme," Graham, said wearily. 

" Well, then, I will ask you, Mr. Orme, is the wording 
of this letter that of a man actuated by affection for the 
recipient?" 

" I'll say it wasn't," the A twin commented in a 
sibilant whisper. 

'* No talking in the courtroom, please V ' barked the 
disciplinary bailiff. 

" 1 told you I was angry when I wrote it. And 
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4 affection ' is hardly the term I should use for my feel- 
ings toward Sheila O'Shay. I loved her — terribly." 

Orme spoke with tremulous intensity. 

“ Quite so. And this lady whom you ‘ loved 
terribly/ " the district attorney sneered, " you first 
knocked down, then abandoned, and then disregarded 
so completely that you did not learn of her subsequent 
marriage until almost a year after it had taken place." 

Although he merely leaned forward across the table, the 
district attorney seemed fairly to spring upon the .man 
before him. “ And what, may I ask, were you doing 
in the meantime?" 

" I don't know," Orme said dully. " I seem to have 
[ been just wandering around." 

" Oh, yes, wandering around. And your wanderings, 

I take it, were conducted by automobile?" 

"I have never had a car." 

"Yet you made the public automobile camp your 
headquarters. Can you explain that discrepancy?" 

" Some one must have given me a lift on the high- 
way as far as the auto camp. Then, when I was there, 

I stayed. I had no money, you see." 

" Quite so, no money. And having thus belatedly 
■| discovered your wife's marriage to a rich man, you 
doubtless saw an opportunity to recoup your finances by 
| threatening to make the illegality of her marriage 

! known." 

| . " I would not have taken a cent from Sheila if I had 

[ ‘ been dying ! ' ' Orme's face, which had paled to the gray- 
\ white of dead ashes at the opening of the cross- 
examination, suddenly flamed. 

" Of course not! And yet your earnings as a sand- 
paper artist could scarcely have supported your manage 
during the period of your married life." | 

Graham half-rose to object, thought better of it, and | 

relapsed into his seat. . I 
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“ I did not think of money then one way or the other 
I did not dream that she thought of it, either. I loved 
her.” 

“ Sd you have told us. And yet you made no effort 
to keep in touch with her affairs — affairs which were 
rather widely published— until three days before her 
death?” 

“ I have told you that I did not know of her marriage 
to Ellsworth/' s 

" And can you explain this singular ignorance?” 

" I have no explanation to make. I have already 
stated the fact/' y 

“ And having had your little chat with the lady, you 
left her on a street corner — having made no attempt to 
follow up the threats conveyed in your letter to her— 
and fled back to the auto camp, where you concealed 
yourself under the assumed name of Daniel Osgood?” 

“ ft was the name by which I was known there I 
adopted it after I left Sheila.” 

"Oh! And just why did you find it necessary to 
adopt an alias at all?" 

“ I- — don't know/' 

The district attorney dropped his air of elaborate 
sarcasm. He half-rose from his chair, pointing his finger 
menacingly at the man in the witness chair. His voice 
boomed through the courtroom. 

0n ? le >” he roared, “ I suggest that you 
-deliberately waited until Sheila O'Shay was in a position 
which you could threaten. I suggest that you used 
threats of exposure in order to wring money from her, 
■and that, when she refused to submit to blackmail, you 
struck her down in a rage— you had done just’ that 
before, I believe you said— and killed her. I suggest 
that you were in possession of an automobile in which 
you drove the body to the marsh and which you after- 
ward junked or ran into the bay; that you then very 


THE TULE MARSH MURDER 


201 


1 

* astutely thought to lose yourself in the floating popula- 

tion of the auto camp, hiding under an assumed name, 
in order not to arouse suspicion by attempting to flee 
from the scene without funds. I suggest, David Orme, 
that you did wilfully and feloniously murder Sheila 
' O'Shay I " 

Orme rose to his feet, his eyes fixed in a fascinated 
stare on the face of the prosecutor. He was trembling 
1 violently from head to foot, but he steadied himself with 

both hands on the arms of the chair behind him. 
Graham's protesting hand, lifted to signal an objection, 
was unheeded. 

tr Before God, I donH know whether I killed her or 
not !" he screamed in the high shrill voice of hysteria. 
“ But I don't see how I could have done it — because I 
m loved her more than my music, more than anything else 
on earth!" 

CHAPTER XLV 

After the emotional stress of the morning session, the 
quiet urbanity of Dr. Cavanaugh, as he settled himself 
| comfortably in the witness chair, restored an atmosphere 

I of normality to the tense courtroom. Dr. Cavanaugh 

| was very much at ease and completely at home, and he 

\ showed it. He distinctly conveyed the impression that 
| murder trials were no treat to him. He took the oath 

with the careless nonchalance of a caller presenting him- 
self to a familiar hostess, and awaited developments 
I with a manner that subtly combined a willingness to be 

% helpful with a patient acceptance of inconvenience to 

| himself in thus being summoned. 

Graham had regained something of his former 
optimism. 

“ Will you tell the jury. Doctor, something of your 
| professional career?" 


i 
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V I was graduated from the Harvard Medical School, 
and after my interneship was for several years on the 
staff of Graham Hospital for Nervous and Mental 
Diseases, I then spent four years in study abroad, 1 
was a member of the Viennese Psychoanalytic Society, 
which met with Dr. Sigmund Freud of Vienna in the 
.first study of psychoanalysis. I also spent a year with 
Dr. Jung in Zurich. I may say that I am not an 
adherent of any one school of psychoanalysis — in fact, 
I think I may be said to have made my own original 
contributions in the field. On my return to this country, 
I established my own psychiatric hospital and clinic. 
For the last six or seven years, I have retired from active 
practice, although I am still sometimes called into con- 
sultation and have taken such cases as have interested 
me from the point of view of research/' 

" You are a specialist in nervous and mental 
diseases?" 

" Psychopathology is my particular field — yes." 

“ And have you written anything for publication on 
the subject?" 

" I have contributed articles too numerous to mention 
to the medical journals of America, France, England, 
Austria, and Germany. 1 am the author of several 
books: Abnormal Aspects of Genius , Abnormal 
Behaviour in Relation to Medical Jurisprudence , The 
Criminal Mind , and Autistic Thinking in Normal Life 
are probably those best known to the layman." 

" And you have, I think, served as alienist in a' 
number of criminal cases?" 

“ As alienist, or sometimes rather as a psychological 
investigator — yes. I was expert witness for the prose- 
cution in the case of the People versus James Kelly, the 
case of the People versus Edwards and Edwards, the 
case of the People versus Mary Emerson, the case of the 
People versus Watson and Eaves. Kelly was condemned 
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to death and his sister to life imprisonment; Mary 
Emerson was convicted but died before the date set for 
execution; Eaves was too young to receive the death 
sentence, and Watson, after conviction, was killed m an 
attempted jail break. I was witness for the defence in 
the trials of Edna Raleigh, Hubert Smith, Everett and 
Laura Connelly, and John Potts. Raleigh, Smith, the 
Connellys, and Potts were acquitted. I may add that 
in numerous instances my services have been requested 
to conduct a preliminary investigation which in some 
cases prevented the accused from coming to trial and m 
others identified the criminal who was being sought. 
Many of these investigations were such as not to require 
my presence in court, but I believe they have been more 
or less a matter of public knowledge.” 

The jury was obviously impressed. The cases 
mentioned by Dr. Cavanaugh included a group of the 
most spectacular trials of the last decade. His name had 
gone forth in magazines and newspaper stories as a 
wizard who pulled amazing white rabbits of truth out 
of the black hat of mysterious circumstance, and his 
books were written in a strikingly vivid though oy no 
means sensational style which had brought them readers 
far beyond the circle of his professional confreres. It was 
quite true that so far as was known he had never been 
engaged to investigate a case which he had failed to 
solve, and that the side which secured his services in a 
trial had invariably received a favourable verdict. 

"I believe, Doctor, that you have been popularly 
referred to as * The Man Who Makes No Mistakes ? 

“ Oh, my dear Mr. Graham,” Dr. Cavanaugh pro- 
tested amiably, “we must concede a good deal to 
popular exaggeration. Perhaps ” — he took the jury into 
his confidence with a deprecating smile—” it is only that 

my mistakes have never found me out !” 

Graham, beaming like an impresario whose star per- 
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former is capturing the audience, waved the point aside. 

"You are acquainted with the defendant, David 
Orme?” 

“ I am." 

" You have examined him professionally?" 

“ I have." 

“ Will you kindly explain to the ladies and gentle- 
men of the jury the circumstances and results of that 
examination?" 

" I have seen the defendant more than once." 

Graham looked slightly surprised, but recovered him- 
self promptly. 

‘‘ Very well; go right ahead, Doctor.” 

" I will be as brief and as non-technical as possible. 
If your honour and the jury will bear with me "—Dr! 
Cavanaugh glanced upward at the judge's bench—" I 
will go over the entire circumstances of mv dealines 
with the defendant.” 8 

“You have all the time at your disposal that you 
need, Doctor." Even the judge treated this witness with 
Inarked and courteous respect. He no longer stared out 
of the window or gave his Bored attention to the 
wranglings of Graham and the district attorney. It 
happened that this was the first case he had tried in 
which the great Dr. Cavanaugh appeared as expert 
witness, and he obviously looked upon it as an 
opportunity full of interest. 

‘‘ Thank you,” Dr. Cavanaugh nodded affably. “ \ 
will begin, then, with the early afternoon of a day last’ 
month, when I returned to my house from a morning 
round of golf and found a man whom I now know to be 
David Orme sitting on the doorstep of my office, block- 
ing my entrance." 

Graham’s head jerked back, his startled gaze 
the doctor s face. The district attorney's chair made a 
scraping sound as he pushed himself back from the 
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table with both hands. But Dr. Cavanaugh, apparently 
oblivious of the sensation his statement had caused, was 
turned toward the jury box, his eyes studiously regard- 
ing the toe of his shoe as he crossed one knee over the 
other and leaned back at ease in the witness chair. 

“ Behold the Ethiopian emerging from the wood- 
pile!" Harry chortled to his twin in gleeful excitement. 

“ Just cast your eyes on Graham — he's getting some- 
thing he didn't bargain for," the other twin urged, 
digging an elbow into his mate's ribs for emphasis. 

“ No talking in the courtroom, please !" 

Abandoning his futile attempt to catch Dr. 
Cavanaugh's eye, Graham, with an obvious effort, 
schooled his voice to non-committal formality. 

“ And on what date, Doctor, did this — this meeting 
occur?" 

“ On the fourth of March of the current year." 

The district attorney's chair scraped sharply again — 
forward, this time. 

“ I beg your pardon? I — I think I must have mis- 
understood." Graham was clutching the edge of thle 
table before him with both hands. " Will you repeat 
that date, please?" 

Dr. Cavanaugh turned and surveyed his agitated 
questioner with mild amusement. 

" I said " — he raised his voice, as if he had just 
discovered that Graham was slightly deaf — " March 4th, 
of this year." 

" But that — that was before Mrs. Ellsworth dis- 
appeared!" Graham seemed hardly able to credit the 
testimony of his senses. 

" The inference," Dr. Cavanaugh assented smoothly, 
" is quite correct." 
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CHAPTER XLVI 

44 Proceed/' In that one word Graham gave it up and 
abandoned himself and David Orme to Dr. Cavanaugh, 
He was no longer directing the examination — he was 
merely a part of the audience. He glanced briefly at the 
district attorney, hoping that the prosecutor was too 
absorbed in his own astonishment to notice that his sur- 
prise was shared by his opponent. 

“ Mr. Orme was at that time in a state of extreme 
agitation. He told me that in passing the house he had 
recognised my name on the door plate. The maid told 
him that I was out, and saw patients only by appoint- 
ment. Nevertheless, he settled himself on the doorstep 
to wait. He told me at once that he was without funds, 
but begged me to help him in what he described as a 
4 terrible extremity/ I admitted him to my office, gave 
him a mild sedative, and, when he was somewhat 
quieter, asked him the nature of his trouble. 

41 I will summarise his statement as succintly as 
- possible, in order not to weary you/' Dr. Cavanaugh 
paused and glanced at the jury with his smile of 
courteous apology. Every face was turned toward him 
with strained interest. Even the judge leaned forward. 

44 Mr. Orme told me at that time that he had been, 
for almost a year, suffering from a complete loss of 
memory for preceding events. His memory, that is, was 
clear for the period between last April and the present. 
For events preceding that time his mind was a total 
blank. As perhaps you know, this state of amnesia is 
technically called a 4 fugue/ " 

The jury didn’t know, but they appreciated the 
implied flattery, and tried to look as if they did. 
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" I went back rather carefully over the patient's 
personal history for the last eleven months. If I may 
be allowed to use an imperfect analogy, it was as if the 
strip of continuity, of the stream of memories which 
makes us conscious of ourselves as unbroken person- 
alities, had been cut off at a particular point, with no 
way of uniting the severed edges. He had found himself 
walking along a country road, hatless and without 
luggage. If he had had a wallet containing money and 
a means of identification, he had lost it or it had been 
stolen from him. The only clue to his identity which 
he could discover was a fountain pen in his pocket, with 
the initials 4 D. 0/ engraved on a gold band around the 
barrel. From that time on, for a period of eleven 
months, he had worked as a casual ranch hand, using the 
name of Daniel Osgood, which was suggested to him 
by the initials on the pen. He had kept moving, in the 
hope that eventually some scene or circumstance would 
recall his past life to him. On the day when I saw him, 
he had received his first hint — the first stimulus which 
seemed to have aroused a response connected with his 
past life. I hope I am not being too detailed — taking up 
too much of your time with all this?" 

Harry laid down his pencil and stretched his cramped 
fingers. 

“ Gee," he whispered to the Q twin. M Spell me on 
this, will you? It's all answer and no questions. Do 
you think you're getting paid just to sit and loaf in a 
ringside seat at this trial?" 

"All right, hand it over. But say, do you notice what 
a sense of the dramatic the old bird has? He always 
asks if he's boring them at the most crucial moments." 

" I haven't had time to notice anything but keeping 
up with my pothooks." 

For once, even the bailiff was too absorbed to chastise 
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“Go on, please, Doctor. The court will be glad to 
listen to all you have to say.” 

" The circumstance to which I refer was a moving 
picture. Orme, or Osgood as I called him then, had 
dropped into a moving-picture house, more for a place 
to sit down and rest than for anything else. But an 
incident in the picture had roused in him an intense, 
though indefinite, emotional disturbance. It was a scene 
in which an angry man knocked a woman down. He 
was unable to stay for the conclusion of the story, and 
rushed out into the street, in a state of acute excitement. 
His first clear recognition out of the past was the sight 
of my name on the door plate when he passed my 
house— he recognised it, that is, as belonging to a more 
or less well-known psychiatrist.” 

More or less ’ — get that?” nudged Harry. 

“ It would be unnecessary to take you step by step 
through the analysis by which, in the course of the next 
two weeks, I finally knitted together the severed portions 
of Orme’s consciousness. Working backward, I dis- 
covered that in his childhood he had received a powerful 
shock when his father, in a drunken rage, had struck 
his mother and knocked her down. The woman had hit 
her head falling and was stunned; and the child, left 
alone with her when his father had stormed out of the 
house, had believed her to be dead. The incident was 
buried in his subconscious and apparently forgotten. It 
was only a short time afterward that a musician became 
interested in Orme's remarkable talent and undertoolc 
his education, separating him from his family associa- 
tions. But the horror of the scene, intensified by his 
helplessness, nevertheless made an ineffaceable and 
powerful impression. When, as he has told you, he in 
a moment of anger struck his wife Sheila O’Shay and 
saw her fall as his mother had fallen, he found himself 
reproducing the scene which had given him so profound 
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a shock in his childhood. He in his own person was 
re-enacting the r61e of his hated father. The reproduction 
of a similar scene on the screen naturally caused a 
resurgence of the emotional storm, and gave us a starting 
point for reconstruction. The amnesia from which he 
was suffering explains the fact that Orme was unaware 
of his wife's subsequent marriage until so long after it 
had taken place. 

- “ There are other items, ot course, which require 

explanation. Not every one would have responded to 
the same set of circumstances as David Orme responded 
to them. We must remember that he was and always 
has been an unstable personality — an instability recog- 
nised by the laity in references to the high-strung 
sensitiveness, the * temperament ' of certain geniuses, 
j In such a personality, a rift in the stream of memory 
technically called a fugue is invariably a means of escape 
from an unbearable reality. When Orme found himself 
performing the same act which had so horrified mm in 
his father, he reacted by a complete denial of the intoler- 
able fact — by, in short, forgetting the painful situation 
and becoming, in effect, some one else. I have no doubt 
whatever that the emotional strain of seeing his wife 
; again on the night of March 18th caused a slight 
j recurrence of retroactive amnesia, which explains his 

’ confusion as to the details of the interview and his 

[\ inability to remember his parting from Sheila O'Shay 
Sjj and his return to the automobile camp grounds where he 
was staying." 

“ Just a moment, your honour/' the district attorney 
boomed. “ 1 ask that that last statement be stricken 
from the record as incompetent and calling for the con- 
clusion of the witness/' 

“ But, your honour/' Graham interposed, " Dr. 
Cavanaugh has been called to the stand as an expert 
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witness. The statement was a part of his diagnosis of 
the defendant's mental condition." 

“ The statement may stand. Proceed, Doctor." 

“ That is all, f think." 

Graham looked inquiringly toward Dr. Cavanaugh, 
but except for an imperceptible curve of amusement at 
the comers of his mouth, the doctor’s face was 
inscrutable. 

" No questions. You may cross-examine." 

“ Now, Doctor," the district attorney began with 
heavy reasonableness, " if the defendant’s actions are 
fully explained by all this fugue and retroactive amnesia 
business, how do you account for his failure to make 
any mention of these occurrences on the witness stand?’ ’ 


CHAPTER XLYII 

“ I object!" Graham exploded. " A moment ago my 
learned friend across the table was very meticulous about 
statements calling for the conclusion of the witness." 

If your honour please, I should like to answer the 
question." 

" I withdraw the objection." Graham subsided 
meekly. 

" The most significant factor in Orme’s life of recent 
years " — Dr. Cavanaugh turned from the district 
attorney and addressed the jury conversationally — " has 
been the loss of two of his fingers. From a squalid 
childhood he had been lifted by his talent into a world 
of music — a world where he met some of the greatest 
names of Europe on a plane of congeniality and equality. 
At one stroke he was hurled out of that environment, 
hurled back into a poverty and a limitation far worse 
dian that in which he started because it was now com- 
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plicated by thwarted ambition. The result, in a man ol 
iiis temperament, was a sense of inferiority — an 
inferiority actual and yet undeserved — which conditioned 
his entire life. It was for that reason that Mrs. Orme’s 
scepticism regarding his musical ability moved him even 
more powerfully than the cooling of her love and her 
attentions to other men. 

“ He tr ansf erred to the loss of his memory the same 
intense feeling of inferiority which had goaded him ever 
since the loss of his fingers. It was a further lopping 
off, you see— another blow of fate stamping him as in- 
complete, as unable to hold his own with normal men. 
You must remember that we are here dealing all along 
with exaggerated reactions. In the short time at my 
disposal for treatment, I was unable to eradicate from 
David Orme's mind the idea that his flight from reality 
in the form of a fugue was an act of personal and moral 
cowardice. It was not that, of course— it was absolutely 
beyond his control. But remember the tortured pride 
with which he endured the humiliation of rubbing sand- 
paper in a jazz orchestra when he had expected to take 
his place among the world’s great violinists. He had 
dragged himself back from the temptation of suicide 
because he thought it cowardly to run away from life. 
And yet, after enduring that depth of bitterness, he found 
that after all he had run away. Rather than admit that 
flight, with the moral stigma which he placed upon it, 
he was willing to let things take their course, even if his 
silence resulted in his conviction. Life, you see, was 
already a prison to him, and a sentence of death would 
offer him honourable escape, his final release." 

For a moment, silence hung over the courtroom. 
Every mind was contemplating the vision of a tor- 
mented soul called up by the doctor’s quiet and yet 
compellingly earnest utterance. The district attorney 
was the first to shake himself free of the spell. 
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He shuffled his notes, coughed, and changed his 
position. 

May I ask. Doctor,” he said, concealing his un- 
easiness under an air of ponderous assurance, “ whether 
it is your custom to take your patients off the streets and 
give them a course of treatment at their mere request, 
with no assurance of their ability to pay for your 
services?" J 

“ Your honour "—Graham sprang to his feet, finding 
relief in action—" do I understand that the district 
attorney is attempting to impeach this witness?" 

“ What Mr. Graham understands is beyond my power 
to fathom, as I make no pretence of being a mind reader 
—or a psychiatrist.” The district attorney turned with 
vicious joy to an antagonist whose weapons he could 
parry with his own. “ I think the question is proper to 
cross-examination, your honour.” 

" The question is allowed.” 

Dr. Cavanaugh looked down at the district attorney 
with an invulnerable placidity from which the intended 
thrust glanced harmlessly aside. 

" Of late years it has been my custom to take only 
such patients as interested me— and to take them 
wherever I found them. Fortunately I am no longer 
dependent on an income from my practice, as I believe 
I stated on direct examination, and am able to devote 
my time for the most part to special research. For some 
years I have been working on the problem of the relation 
ot fugue states to genuine dissociation of personality, 
rrom that point of view I found Mr. Orme interesting.” 

" Oh, so you were very much interested in Mr. Orme’s 
easel" 

“ Very much, yes." 

” Well, Doctor "—the district attorney’s bludgeoning 
vrnce went on-" isn’t it a fact the scientific mind, like 
the musical mind, is subject to ' temperament ' ? In the 
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enthusiasm of research, is it not frequently found that 
facts are interpreted to meet the hypothesis which the 
investigator is trying to prove? "" 

“ That is sometimes true of some investigators, yes/ 1 
0 Well, then/" the district attorney panted a little in 
his approach to his goal, 44 what was to prevent David 
Orme, knowing the intense interest you took in his case, 
from making up the whole story which you have told 
us, and using it as a cloak of defence? 

" The main thing that prevented him was that he 
couldn’t do it/’ So far as the doctor was concerned, 
the district attorney had evidently reached his goal, only 
to find that nothing was there. 

V You have heard of malingering, Doctor?"" 

For the first time, Dr. Cavanaugh permitted his smile 
to broaden. 

44 Yes, I have heard of malingering/' 

14 How can you be sure that Orme was not malingering 

deliberately concocting a story and imitating the 

symptoms of this fugue you speak of?"" 

14 Again, if I may, I will resort to an analogy. Sup- 
pose you were to ask me to imitate the playing of Fritz 
Kreisler. If I made the attempt, the imitation, I venture 
to say, would deceive no one. Even if I deliberately 
prepared for the test and had a certain degree of skill, 
the result, while it might pass before hearers without 
musical training, would certainly be detected without 
.difficulty by musicians. The imitation of a mental dis- 
order, contrary to popular belief, is infinitely more 
difficult than the imitation of a master's playing. In 
fact, not even a student of the subject could possibly 
maintain the fiction for any length of time without giving 
himself away. The amateur who thinks that by 
grimacing and tearing his hair he is giving a convincing 
clinical picture of insanity is doomed to instant dis- 
appointment. Functional and organic derangements of 
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the mind are as numerous and as complex in theii 
differences as physical disorders, and their symptoms 
are as definite. You might as well ask the physician 
whether a patient down with typhoid fever or tuber- 
culosis was not making a vague general pretence of being 
ill. I may add that my own experience has been fairly 
extensive, and that it has not been devoid of the 
malingerers of whom you speak. Their efforts were quite 
readily detected/' 

The district attorney glanced covertly at the jury. 
They were obviously impressed. He wished he had left 
that particular line of questioning unopened. Graham 
was leaning back, taking things as they came. He could 
set Dr. Cavanaugh up there and turn him loose 1 The 
district attorney inquired of the universe, not without 
silent profanity, why the devil they hadn't been able 
to hook Dr. Cavanaugh for the prosecution — then he 
would be sitting back, and Graham would be doing the 
worrying. He passed handkerchief across the back 
of his necx, where the roll of fat stood out in a thick 
ridge. Then he leaned forward, moving to a new line 
of attack. 

" Granting that all you say is true, Doctor — and 1 
am without the advantage of the technical learning 
necessary to argue the point with you ” (the district 

attorney hoped that would have its effect on the jury 

that they would see themselves and him together as 
allies, as plain men pitting their robust common sense* 
against the hair-splittings of the academic expert) " there 
still remains no reason why Orme should not have had 
another impulse to knock Sheila O'Shay down. And 
why, having killed her with the blow, he should not have 
concealed and destroyed her body, as he thought — and 
then have conveniently suffered another loss of memory. 
Or, let us say, that the emotional crisis put him into that 
state of fugue again/’ 
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" I take it you mean to put that suggestion in the 
form of a question/" Dr. Cavanaugh spoke before 
Graham could do more than grunt the beginning of a 
protest. " At any rate, I will answer it. It might have 
been physically possible for Orme to have left the 
Ellsworth grounds with his wife at half-past eight, in 
accordance with Mrs. Kane's testimony, have quarrelled 
with her and killed her, then have left her body lying 
casually somewhere while he wandered about, and finally 
have returned for it and taken it to the marsh in a very 
clever and most successful attempt to conceal his crime. 
That would be physically possible, but it would not be 
psychologically possible. No one in a state of mind 
capable of elaborating the plan for concealing the body 
in the marsh and setting fire to the grass in order to 
destroy it would have failed to carry through the plan 
at once." 

0 But there is no evidence that he didn't carry it 
through at once! No one knows what time he arrived 
at the auto camp. Why assume an interval of aimless 
wandering?" The district attorney was startled out of 
all caution. 

“ Because," said Dr. Cavanaugh, " he hadn't had 
time to go to the marsh and get back when I saw him." 

if When you saw him?" The district attorney 
clutched at the torn shreds of formality. " I withdraw 
that. When did you see him, Doctor?" 

“ At half-past nine o'clock on the night of March 18th 
T chanced to look out of my office window and saw David 
Orme sitting on the curb. I did not know at the time, 
of course, that he had reverted to his abnormal state — 
that he was then suffering from a recurrence of amnesia, 
although on this occasion a slight and temporary 
recurrence. I was busy with a caller at the time, and I 
intended, as soon as the caller left, to go out and speak 
to him and ask him what he wanted. He was very shy 
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of interrupting me, and I took it for granted that he had 
seen the caller enter, and was waiting outside until I 
should be at liberty. At a quarter past ten I opened the 
door to let my visitor out — just in time to see Orme rise 
from the curb and walk away down the street. As it 
was late, I did not bother to call after him, thinking that 
he had tired of waiting and would come again. Sheila 
0' Shay’s murderer did not leave her body unguarded 
while he spent three quarters of an hour sitting on a 
curbstone before he went back and drove that body to 
the marsh for concealment. His presence outside my 
house is an alibi for David Orme. Incidentally,"! think 
we may safely say that he is the only man on record 
who, in defending himself against the accusation of a 
crime, was all the while in possession of an alibi which 
he had completely forgotten l" 


CHAPTER XLVIII 

“ Cavanaugh clears Orme ! Doctor gives Orme alibi! 0 

Already the cries of the newsboys were wafted faintly 
upward to the courtroom of Department 24. 

“ Jury out at — make it 11.40, Jimmy.” Peter 
slammed the telephone receiver on the hook and 
threaded his way through the chattering group of 
reporters in the little witness room. They swung their 
legs from the table or leaned against the wall, smoking 
with the furious zest of men who had been deprived of 
cigarettes during the long hours in the courtroom. 

0 Two to one they’ll be out in less than an hour!" 

0 They might hang — that old bird with the goat’s 
beard in the second row wasn’t taking in much of the 
doctor’s fireworks.” 
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“ Not a chance. Fll bet a dollar they'll acquit on 
the first ballot." 

“ Done I They'll stay out long enough to get one more 
dinner on the taxpayers, anyway." 

“ All the same, Orme might have done it." 

“ Purely circumstantial evidence. Juries don't like 
that. They can remember too many circumstances of 
their own that might take a deal of explaining." 

“ It was the doctor that did it. He handed it out like 
Jehovah on Sinai. If he told them to render a verdict 
that the moon was made of green cheese, they'd do it. 
Clever of Graham, bringing that in about * The Man 
Who Makes No Mistakes ' — they got it firmly fixed in 
their minds that the great Cavanaugh just couldn't be 
wrong." 

“ He certainly made the D. A. wish he was some place 
else." . - 

" Hello, Peter! You look as if you needed a drink." 

" I do," Peter agreed morosely, and slid through the 
door. 

The rows of chairs in the courtroom were deserted. 
\yjth stray sheets of copy paper and stubs of pencils 
strewing the floor, it had the dishevelled look of a room 
after a party — that indefinable atmosphere of a place 
where things have recently happened and are no longer 
happening. Half a dozen correspondents sat on the rail 
of the jury box, like a line of birds teetering on a fence, 
chatting with each other, the photographers, and the now 
humanised bailiff. The chairs behind the lawyers' table 
were pushed back, empty. Above the back of a chair 
.next to the railing which divided the room in half, Peter 
caught sight of the top of a small black hat. 

He swung open the gate and dropped into the chair 
beside Barbara. 

" Well," he said with weary relief, " that's over!" 

Barbara turned to him a brooding face. 
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" Ohl" she breathed, " do you really think it is?** 

Peter turned sidewise, resting his elbows on the arm 
of the chair. By leaning forward just three inches, he 
could kiss the tip of her ear. He glanced over his 
shoulder at the group on the rail of the jury box. Better 
not risk it. He relinquished the opportunity with a 
regretful sigh. 

" There's not a doubt in the world!" he said con- 
fidently. " I wish you'd take off your glove, Barbara, 
I think I could grab your hand without anybody 
noticing." 

Obediently, almost absent-mindedly, Barbara tpok 
off her glove; but she smiled up at him with tremulous 
gratitude as her cold fingers relaxed under the reassuring 
pressure of Peter's clasp. 

"But that speech of the district attorney's — it sounded 
horribly convincing, with all that talk of motive and 
opportunity, and the way he kept emphasising the 
threatening letter and the attempt to escape." 

" Yes, it was a better argument than Graham's — 
for people like you and me, but not for the jury. The 
jury will think the D. A. is a bit of a bully, and Graham 
a nice honest kid, desperately in earnest and at a dis- 
advantage. Which is just about right, both ways. But 
Graham has brains as well as a pink-and-white com- 
plexion. He knew that he didn't have to argue the 
case. What he had to do was to cut everything else 
away and hammer that jury with Dr. Cavanaugh's 
testimony and nothing else. They've got to remember 
that testimony as the one important issue — and that Dr. 
Cavanaugh is a man who can't be mistaken. Orme is 
acquitted beyond a shadow of a doubt — and it was your 
father that did it with his little hatchet." t 

"Yes." Barbara was staring straight before her at 
the state seal on the wall behind the judge's bench. 
" He was — very clever — wasn't he!" 
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“ He was the whole works!” Peter began enthusias- 
tically Then he saw that her lips were trembling, 
trembling so that she could hardly control them for 
soeech He glanced again over his shoulder at the chat- 
ting reporters. “ To hell with them!” he grunted with 
low-voiced violence, and, raising his hand to Barbara s 
chin, turned her head gently toward him. Her eyes 
shone unnaturally large in her small thin face— pitifully 
smaller and thinner than when he had first seen it. 

“ You poor— little— girl.” Peter’s crooning voice had 
a tone which no one had ever heard in it before. “ I 
know what you want to do. You want to put your head 
on my shoulder, and cry and cry and cry. And God 
knows how much I want you to do just that ! Barbara, 
whenever you want a shoulder to cry on, promise me 
that you’ll cry on mine. That’s what I’m for. It s the 
one best thing on earth I’m good for, Barbara!” 

■« Yes,” Barbara said faintly, “ I’d like that.” The 
tears welled slowly in her eyes and slipped down her 
cheeks. The tip of a pink tongue emerged, like a 
kitten’s, to lick them from the corners of her mouth. 
Something in that childlike, wholly unconscious move- 
ment wrenched Peter almost unbearably. 

“ Damn these people,” he murmured fervently. 
“ D amn everything ! ” He squared his shoulders, block- 
ing the view of the men by the jury box. Then he pulled 
out a crumpled handkerchief and awkwardly but 
, efficiently mopped Barbara’s wet face, A shred of 
tobacco clung to her chin. 

‘ At least I’m sure you — you don’t do this very 
often,” Barbara smiled through her tears. “You haven’t 
what I’d ca.ll a fatal facility!” 

“ Listen to me,” Peter said urgently. “ This can't 
go on. You can’t wear yourself out like this — you’ll 
go all to pieces.” 
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“ Oh, no, I won’t ’’—Barbara's voice was steady 
now — “ I can’t afford to.” ^ 

"But now that Orme has got off— and your tather 
did get him off, sure as shooting— don’t you thint- you > d 
feel better if you sometime told me all about it? 
Wouldn t t be a help to share it with some one— some 
one who would love you, no matter what happened?” 

“ No, Peter, I couldn’t.” Barbara spoke with" a 
desolate, wistful finality. “ I can’t tell any one— ever 
But I’ll say this much, though it’s more than I thought 
I would, more than I ought. Only, somehow, I want 
you to know. You say it wouldn’t make any difference 
but I do want you to know, Peter— even though mavbe 
you won't believe it.” y 

“ 1,11 believe anything on God’s earth that you sav 
to me, Barbara/' y 

“ It’sonly this: that I— I didn’t kill Sheila O’Shay i” 

The sound of shuffling feet from behind the door 


221 



THE TULE MARSH MURDER 221 

stretched legs. Somebody leaped over a chairback to 
reach the aisle. 

“ My God, Peter, have you gone to sleep? 

Peter stared blankly at Harry, the Q twin, who was 
shaking him by the elbow. 

“ I believe you and I are working on a rag called 
the Herald. It's supposed to be a daily newspaper. Its 
city editor is one Jimmy Sears, who at this moment is 
shouting himself hoarse and tearing out handfuls of red 
hair. Suppose you postpone your little dream and come 
along!” 

The dazed look receded from Peter's eyes. 

“ Call a taxi, Harry, while I phone in. With luck, 
we'll make the one-o'clock deadline!” 

Love and sorrow and joy and life must wait. Peter 
Piper of the Herald was on the job. 


CHAPTER XLIX 

Peter knew that he should feel flattered by Professor 
Gambion 's invitation to dinner. Besides, he had always 
liked the old professor; and he knew that, despite the 
difference in their ages, the liking was reciprocal. He 
smiled a little at the transparent craftiness which had led 
Gambion, on this particular occasion, to invite him to 
meet the distinguished Judge Hood, visitor from another 
state. Gambion had seized upon Peter as one of the most 
promising of his students, and Peter suspected that in the 
professor's eyes he had fallen from grace in becoming a 
reporter instead of concentrating on the finishing of his 
law course — with an income of nothing a week, judge 
Hood would be set forth as a shining example : “ There, 
if you stick to the straight and narrow paths of juris- 
prudence, goes Peter Piper at fifty I ” 
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Yet Peter did not want to go to Professor Gambion's 

house for dinner. He wanted to do nothing but think 

even though thinking followed the course of a single 
reiterated circle. His thoughts padded on, round and- 
round and round again, wearing ever deeper a track that 
led nowhere save back to its own beginning. 

He believed Barbara. He believed Ellsworth. He 
believed Mrs. Kane. He believed Orme. Not one of 
these four had killed Sheila O'Shay. They were simply 
not the right people for it. It did not hitch on to them. 
That murder was committed by some one who knew 
exactly what he was doing. The case had not progressed 
one inch nearer to solution than in the beginning. It 
was deep — far deeper than any one had yet penetrated. 
There was a mind behind it — a mind far superior to 
Orme's or Mrs. Kane's or Ellsworth's. As for Barbara, 
her bare word was better than a thousand proofs. She 
had intellect, but she also had character. She had the 
temperament for truth. She was crystalline. It wasn't 
a code of moral teachings with her, something imposed 
from without, to be sloughed off when the demands of 
self-interest became too strong. It was herself. 

Peter sat back in the shadow just beyond the fire-light, 
smoking one cigarette after another and now and then 
sipping at the glass of sherry that stood on the arm of 
his chair. The old professcw had saved a small cellar 
from the pre-Volstead era, and one of his precious bottles 
had been brought out in honour of his old friend, the 
judge. Now and then Peter roused himself to listen to 
their desultory talk. 

'* You're on a newspaper, 1 believe Gambion said?" 
Judge Hood turned to Peter, courteously including him 
in the topic of conversation. They had been discussing, 
as every one was discussing, the Ellsworth case, and 
from that had drifted into famous unsolved crimes of the 
past. 
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I " Guilty, your honour/' Peter admitted smilingly. 

" Then I'm sure youTl bear me out against the pro- 
fessor that many of the great unsolved crimes were not 
| rea lly unsolved at all. A group of selected editors and 
1 newspaper men, in the mood and with their tongues 
j loosened, could reveal what I believe you youngsters call 
the * low down ' on many of them. The solution is 
merely * not for publication/ for various reasons — in- 
fluence sometimes, or lack of evidence sufficiently con- 
clusive for a court of law. The Elwell and the Hall-Mills 
murders in New York, the Taylor and the Ferguson 
cases in California, are supposed by many people to fall 
; into that class/' 

“ Still/' the professor maintained, tilting his glass 
against the light and squinting through it, 44 the only 
reason that the criminals who undertake to perpetrate 
the 4 perfect crime ' seem such utter asses is because 
they were asses. Their jelly wouldn't jell; but that's no 
reason to deny that there is such a thing as jelly. Of 
i course we don't know about any successful 4 perfect 
crimes ' ! If they were successful, we shouldn't know 
about them. But that's no ground for saying that they 
don't happen. The normal criminal is stupid, because 
the normal intelligent man knows that he can go farther, 
and with less risk, by sticking to the paths of rectitude. 
But there is such a thing as the abnormal criminal mind 
—the man of sufficient intelligence to fool the police and 
the public and make his way unscathed through the 
/ £ ■ whole elaborate machinery we have constructed for the 
protection of society, but a man whose intelligence has a 
fatal flaw in it somewhere, a limitation which allows him 
to disregard the rights of his fellows and become a 
criminal/' 


44 Yes," the judge agreed, 44 there are men like that 
— though they don't always turn to crime. There was 
Dawson, for instance. Remember him ?" 
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« Dawson ? Let me see. Oh, yes, the queer fellow 
... , , • _c of grandeur whenever he got drunk, 

to o»r £s at law Khool! What made you think of 

W “Vhaooened to run across him not long ago." 

.. rJSffig the perfect crime?” Peter suggested. 

** NoSSg quite so dramatic But the only reason 
that Dawson has not committed a perfect crime is be- 
ranse he'has had no occasion to. You may be surprised 
cause ne h Dawson has made a name for 

SSi rSi m^nfflan. prosecuting attorneys 

“yo^StlyUr ' Gamble stoked. ■' Why to 
our voung days, Dawson was avoided even by the fel- 

Ks X” »» st » f other “ ows 

* “SfSlif toongflew who know, there » no 
m „r, 4 avoury reputation to the city than DawsonV 
But v« forget those delusions of pandeur that used 
to disgust us, the tales of the great things he was going 
to do that he told when he was drunk. 

Well he's done just those things. And he’s done 
them because he combines uncommon ability with con- 
turning egoism. That’s why I said he would be a great 
criminal § if he wanted tc^and he'd want to, right 
enough, if it were necessary to his progress. Morality, 
after ill, despite its complications, pretty well boils flown 
to one thing— the faculty of taking the other fellow s 
noint of view. You know that somebody else would 
dislike being robbed or killed or cheated just as yon 
would dislike it. You put yourself m his place, feel his 
situation as your own. Call it imagination, sympa. y , 
the faculty of getting out of your own skin Now and 
then somebody lacks that faculty. And if he does, the 
moral code to him is merely a convenient artifice, like 
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etiquette. He eats with his fork because in general it's 
the easiest thing to do. But if eating with his fork be- 
came inconvenient to him, he'd throw the fork away 
without hesitation. The egoist is the single-minded 
person. Because he is single-minded, given native 
ability, he will go far in his chosen direction. But if he 
meets with an obstacle which cannot be circumvented, 
he will destroy it, without regards to the rights of the 
obstacle. In other words, he will commit a crime dictated 
by his egoism, and will conceal it by his intellectual 
astuteness/" 

" Yes/" Peter said, “ I've heard something like that 
before, in another connection/" The words of Dr. 
Cavanaugh came back to him as clearly as if he heard 
them again in the doctor's quiet, authoritative tones. 

* ' The few who can pull their threads out to the end are 
the great single-minded people : artists, financiers, 
scientists, even arch criminals/' 

Then something crashed in his brain. A light, like the 
dozen fiery globules of a bursting rocket, each separate 
against the sky, but all emerging from a single source, 
flamed in the darkness of his mind. He leaped to his feet, 
knocking the wine glass from the chair arm. The gleam- 
ing fragments of glass caught the firelight, and a thin 
trickle of fluid darkened the hearthrug. 

My God!" he said wildly; and again, in a low, 
awed voice, “ My God!" 

.Hood and Gambion were both staring at him, startled 
into immobility. 

“ What's the matter? Are you ill?" the judge ex- 
claimed. 

Mechanically Gambion stooped to pick up the frag- 
ments of the shattered glass. 

“ I may be crazy, but I don't think so. I believe 
I’ve got it I I think I’ve solved the Ellsworth case!" 
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Bareheaded, banging 
rushed from the house. 


the curb, and swung 

" strides. He felt an 

action to bring some sort 
which had flashed across 
j. His pace 
pgether. It was incredible 
El Then he pushed on 
scheme would escape 

>me one— some one whose 
enough to bring that thin 

- • a to her 

murder could break. Her 
he was sure of that, 
had not killed Sheila 
j. And she was not 
love Ellsworth. Her 
been love — not love 
steady flame 


Petek ignored Bossy, waiting at 
Sn the street with long uneven 
imperative need of 

lagged, at times stopping altogett 

incredible even to himself . 

raoidlv, as if the whole amazing 
unLshe could pursue and overtake it, 

Barbara was protecting some 

SnS°to h h^Tee£“hai desperate jmg* 
eves; a claim that not even 
silence was not self-protection, 

Barbara had told him that s 

O’Shay — and Barbara could not lie 

SSfSHl^adt^r, 

m Barbara s wU „ ht nor when he sat beside 

£ ££ « not a,. 

O'SK^i™, « U fl-t he is “tST, 

criminal.” Cavanaugh had said that. H Y 

courtroom. Cavanaugh had acquitted Orme-there was 
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ik) doubt of it. But why had he given no hint to Graham, 
nor to Peter, himself, that he had known Orme prior 
to the murder ? Peter, who was acute enough, had not 
the slightest suspicion of those earlier meetings. Per- 
haps Cavanaugh had the right to withhold the know- 
ledge from Pete, but Graham was Orme's lawyer. 
Graham should have been told. And even though he had 
merely allowed Peter to deceive himself, it was neverthe- 
less a deliberate deception — a deception with a motive. 
Motives I * 4 The strongest motive is likely to seem feeble 
to the other fellow/" Yes, Cavanaugh had said that. 

And yet — if he were wrong! He must be wrong — it 
was too bizarre. It was beyond belief, almost beyond 
imagination. If be were wrong, he would show himself 
the world's most utter fool. If he were wrong, he stood 
to lose Barbara— she would never forgive him. And yet, 
deep down below the seething chaos in Peter's mind, that 
flash of light burned on. Reason, common sense, credi- 
bility were all against it. But it burned cm. And there 
was only one way to find out. Peter felt suddenly help- 
less. Who was he to pit his wits against the subtle, 
calculating mind that had framed this murder? It was 
David against Goliath. He had only his little stone of 
truth to throw — if it was the truth! But it was the 
truth. Wild as it was, it had clicked somehow — the dick 
of absolute certainty, of the reason beyond reasonable- 
ness. David against Goliath, but David, with his little 
stone of truth, had won I 

Br. Cavanaugh opened the door to Peter's ring, his 
big frame silhouetted against the light. For the fete 
time Pete noted that the square shoulders had acquired 
a slight stoop. The flesh hung upon the doctor's cheeks 
in folds, deepening the lines of his face as if they had 
been marked with a heavy pencil. It was not surprising 
that he should fed the effects of fatigue and overwork 
in a difficult and exacting case; but Peter's association 
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with him had been so close that he had hitherto failed to 
observe the change. He felt now that every sense was 
sharpened, that his nerves reached out like antennse, 
responding to almost imperceptible stimuli. He was like 
a man feeling his way through the jungle, listening for 
the dan ger that lurked in the rubbing of blades of grass, 
watching for the shifting of a shadow. 

Dr. Cavanaugh leaned forward to recognise the young 
man standing hatless in the gloom. Peter saw his fingers 
tighten on the doorknob. But his voice was genial. He 
greeted Peter as an unaccountable but always welcome 

friend. , , , , , 

" The ubiquitous Peter ! I thought your labours were 

over by this time.” , , _ , : v i 

The sincere heartiness of his tone rocked Peter back 
to sanity. But with that new alertness which nothing 
escaped, he saw that the doctor's eyes were hard and 
impenetrable, like agates. 

** I've come to mull over the aftermath of our current 
mystery.” To his surprise, Peter heard his own voice 
speaking in easy and natural tones. He knew that his 
hands were steady, that his face betrayed nothing of the 
tumult in his mind. He lighted a cigarette, tested him- 
self by holding the match until it almost burned his 
fingers. The tiny flame did not so much as quiver. 

“ is there an aftermath?” Dr. Cavanaugh settled 
himself in the chair behind the desk, waving Peter to an 
arm-chair drawn close beside the student lamp. He 
glanced obliquely at Peter as he selected a cigar from the 
box beside him. Deliberately he struck a match and 
held it, watching the point of flame creep closer until 
it almost burned his fingers. The flame did not waver. 

“ You saved Orme- — single-handed. The papers are 
full of it. Yours is the honour and the power and the 
glory. In theatrical parlance, you ran away with the 
show, and landed another triumph for the man who 
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makes no mistakes. Graham was simply nowhere. And 
yet, I wonder — isn't it barely possible that that star 
performance was itself a mistake? " 

“ Your account really flatters me unduly." The doc- 
tor lifted a deprecating hand. 

“ Not at all. I've noticed your impeccable modesty. 
Doctor. You never boast — you have mo need to. It is 
an admirable attitude. But I'm still left wondering." 

“ Surely you don't think Orme was guilty?" 

" No," Peter said meditatively. 0 I don't think Orme 
was guilty." 

" And you are kind enough to say that it was I who 
got him off?" 

"Yes, you got him off. And yet it must be rather 
hard on you to realise that, for the first time, you have 
met your match. You set out to solve this case— and 
you have not solved it. You have made your first failure. 
The public has not caught that angle of it yet — but it 
will. The man of no mistakes is fallible, after all. The 
tule marsh murderer was too clever for him. And 
presently it will occur to them that the great man is not 
quite so great as they thought him. 4 He did some 
clever work,' they will say, * but perhaps he played in 
luck. It may not have been so hard as it looked. He 
couldn't find the man that killed Sheila O'Shay, And if 
that man could beat him, there are others who can beat 
him, too.' You have been a legend, Dr, Cavanaugh. 
And a legend must be perfect, or it is nothing." 

" And do you imagine," Dr. Cavanaugh said gravely, 
“ that I have not thought of that?" 

“ Yes," Peter nodded, " I believe you have thought 
of it." 

" And suppose " Dr. Cavanaugh paused, pursed 

his lips, and sent a perfect smoke ring into the air. He 
watched it until it wavered and broke. " Suppose I 


a 



230 J nr. iULr, 

have not really failed? Suppose I could solve the mys- 
tery — if I would.” 

Peter leaned forward. In the shadow he had the illu- 
sion that the face of the doctor was carved m gray rock 
—heavy, sinister, brooding. And then he knew that it 
was only the face of a man who was very teed. 

« Dr Cavanaugh,” he said in a voice thm and taut 
with the intensity of his emotion, "I believe that you 
have the answer. I came here to fight it out with yom 
But I am not going to fight you. When all s said and 
done, you are a very great man— and you have been 
good to me. I leave it to you. I leave it to you— 

Yes,” the doctor agreed gravely. “ It is left to me. 
If I do not tell you the answer, you will never know it, 
there is not a shadow of prod And remember, my 
faSare is in my own hands. If I choose to fail - 

“ Do you think you could bear to fail, Doctor? Other 

men, of course — but you?” 

Silence was in the room, silence that vibrated like a 

^Suddenly the doctor smiled — a smile of strange, remote 

“ Peter,” he said softly, “ we are none of us immune 
from the weaknesses of humanity. None of ns quite 
immune. None. Just two people in my life have touched 

me deeply. I am far greater than either of them. They 

are bound by all that I have cast aside. They are straws 

Z m y hands, And yet Those two, Peter, are you 

—and Barbara. I am going to tell you the answer. 
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CHAPTER U 


Dr. Cavanaugh leaned back in his chair. The I km 
in his face were deep corrugations, like crevasses worn 
in stone; but the face itself was somehow changed, 
smoothed by the relief that comes with the end of con- 
flict, the victory of a final decision. 

'* I always said you were a bright young man, Peter/ * 
he said, as casually as if the story he had promised to 
tell were of no more personal import than a smoking- 
room anecdote. How did you come to guess?** 

" Partly because there was no one else whom Barbap. 
would guard, not only with her life, but with her honour. 
That is what her silence meant, ft is the only thing it 
could mean. It seemed wildly absurd, of course, to 
imagine you a criminal. You had the intellect to carry it 
through, to make it a perfect crime. But that wasn't 
enough. You must not only have the wit to conceal a 
crime, but the character to commit it. A chance con- 
versation to-night made me understand the thing that 
has puzzled me in the way you handled Orme's trial. It 
was your ambition that took no account of the little 
question of playing fair with Graham when you sprang 
your previous meetings with Orme for the first time on 
the witness stand. 

" You. wanted to tower — to make us all pygmies. 
You didn’t even see that it wasn't cricket to keep 
Graham in the dark. And you had me fooled, too. You 
had me fooled perfectly. That worried me, because you 
shouldn't have wanted to fool me. You were not 
only clever enough to do it — but you could want to 
do it. You told me the truth about yourself when you 
spoke of the single-minded people, the people who go 
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you laughed when you told me once that we are all more 
or less insane. Your laugh troubled me at the time, 
though I didn't know why. I know now. It was because 
that laugh was the only time you ever came out from 
behind the wall you had built around your real self. You 
came out for a moment then. You laughed because you 
alone were secure in a terrible sanity — a sanity in which 
ypu could rule us, entangle us, play upon us. You alone 
were free and unhampered. And to-night it all came to 
me. It made everything clear. You said once that clues 
were negligible compared with motives. Well, you were 
right. I haven’t a clue to go upon. I haven’t a shred 
of evidence. The only thing I can see clearly in the 
whole dark business is a motive. Not even that— just 
the insight into the sort of man you are. You could 
conceal your acts — but you could not quite conceal your 
character. And even yet I don’t understand how you 
dared to do it — how you dared to take this case and 
follow it through, discover all that you did about it, 
uncover everything — and stop just short of uncovering 
yourself.” 

The doctor smiled. 

“Yes,” he said, " that presented its problems, imay 
say, in fact, that this was my most difficult case. Per- 
haps it will be remembered as my greatest triumph. You. 
ask how I dared. But I dared do nothing else ! The only 
safety lay in the path of danger. There was Camber- 
well. I could not leave Camberwell to work alone, per- 
haps to stumble on the truth. I must keep the threads in 
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my hands. And I dared not do less than my best. Cam- 
berwell is too good a man to be deceived by a fake. It 
must be the real thing. And it was the real thing, every 
step of it ! It is not easy to go about solving a problem, 
step by step, exactly as if you did not know the answer 
— to remember every moment the precise limits of your 
supposed knowledge. But I did it. I did it so well that 
sometimes I almost forgot that it was only a game I 
was playing. It had its fascination, too. The most 
dangerous game, played with superlative skill/ * 

“ It was you who killed her?” Peter asked quietly. 

" Oh, yes, it was I who killed her. I could not 
do otherwise. I always knew, of course, that I should 
not hesitate if the need arose.” 

Peter looked curiously at the face before hiip. 
Cavanaugh bore his gaze without flinching. 

“ And yet you don't look like a murderer,” Peter 
said. 

“ Why should I? Only a fool would be a professional 
criminal. Crime is the response to an emergency. 
Naturally I did not court emergencies. Words! Most 
of humanity is ruled by words, pretty words, ugly words. 
Honour, loyalty, crime — what are these but coloured 
words? Stripped of their colour, they are nothing. But 
only the minority is ready to pass beyond playing with 
those coloured words. I very early found that out. One 
must pretend to play the game that the other children 
aire playing. Only so can one be free to play's one's own 
game unmolested. So I treated their words with the 
utmost seriousness — only I knew, as they did not, that 
the words meant nothing. I learned to be very careful. 
I put on the mask of their conventional morality— only 
I knew it to be nothing but a foolish mask. There used 
to be rumours — before I learned that I must never let 
the mask slip. That is the reason I came out here to live. 
That is the reason I adopted Barbara. Barbara took the 
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words seriously — oh, very seriously indeed! A house- 
hold with a grown daughter to preside over it was by 
just so much more entrenchment in conventionality than 
even the most discreet of bachelor establishments.’ * 

“Is she really your daughter? ” Peter broke in. 
** She thinks she is. That’s why she won’t marry me." 

“ I encouraged her to think it. Knowing Barbara’s 
code, I thought it would hold her to me. You see, Bar- 
bara knows that I killed Sheila. But I didn't expect 
this. I — see,” the doctor said slowly. “ She believes 
that she is my daughter, and having found out what 
kind of man I am, she fears that she has inherited some 
of my criminal aptitudes. It is not convention that has 
shocked her, but biology !” 

** How little you understand us, after all!” Peter’s 
eyes shone with a strange pride. “ Barbara did not need 
that added bond. You could have been sure ot her 
loyalty. You won it without lies. You won it by what 
you did for her. No lie could strengthen it. It is a part 
of her. You only hurt her — filled her with terror of 
herself!” 

“ But, my dear man ” — Dr. Cavanaugh spoke in 
mild protest — “I could not possibly foresee that I would 
be obliged to kill any one, still less that Barbara would 
find out about it! It was merely a general precaution. 
You may tell her the truth, of course. You may even 
tell her that I loved her. I have seen her suffer, and for 
the first time in my life I found that the suffering ot 
others had power to hurt me. With all my strength, I 
had that weakness. You may tell her that I loved her. 
I wish she could have been glad to be my daughter. But 
since she feels differently-—-” The doctor’s shoulders 
straightened. He also had his moment of pride. “ Since 
she wishes to be free of any taint from me, you may tell 
her that I can pass on to her no physical inheritance.” 

'* I’d like to tell you,” Peter said. “ that I don’t feel 
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like that myself. I wanted to marry her anyway. 1 
still do.” 

“ Thanks. It's a queer thing, Peter. Perhaps it is 
just as well that this is the end. For I have discovered 
my weakness. I wanted Barbara's love, and 1 want 
your respect — the only things in life I have wanted that 
I couldn't go out and wrest from the folly of humanity. 
The only things ” 

” Maybe it's a haw in me, too,” said Peter. V At 
least I never thought I could feel that way about a man 
who has done what you have done. But I — so far as 
I'm concerned, you have what you wanted. You are 
a man with a great mind, and you are a brave man— 
and you have been good to me. I — I shall be rather 
proud of saying that you were my friend.” 

The simple truth of his statement shone lrom Peter's 
eyes. But he saw that the doctor did not believe him. 

” Words — words,” he muttered. ” Soft, pretty 
words, to cover the sting of reality.” 

” Would you mind telling me — why you killed ner?” 
Peter asked. 


^ Dr. Cavanaugh drew a prescription pad from under the 
desk blotter, scribbled upon it briefly, and passed it 
if 0 * 0 " across to Peter. 

I ” There!” he said. ” That is a signed indorsement 

I of what I am going to tell you. You may want to have 

I it to give to your editor.” 

” To — Jimmy?” 

” Oh, I know that you are not going to turn me over 
to the poMce ! You are going to give me my own way 
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out. That is one of the foolish little words you are 
bound by." 

Peter's jaw jutted forward. 

“ Yes/* he said, “ you're damn right, it is.” 

The solution of the Ellsworth mystery — the last case 
of Dr. Cavanaugh — is my little legacy to you for your 
paper. I think it is what you would call an important 
exclusive. ' ' 

Peter tried to smile back, but the cords in his throat 
hurt him. 

“ I — I won't use it!" he blurted. 

*' Oh, but you must ! I don't want to be remembered 
as a failure. My last case must be a success. I shan't 
know it, of course, where I am going— but I know it 
now. And your editor will like it. You ought to be 
pleased at that." 

" Damn the paper!" Peter choked, uttering the worst 
blasphemy of which he was capable. " Damn every- 
thing! But if you'd rather have it so. I'll take it." 

" The man of no mistakes," the doctor said, with 
musing irony. " Well, I made just one. I did not, after 
all, understand myself. I accounted for everything— 
and I did not know that the one thing I could not face 
was failure. I have scorned the world’s judgments, but 
I am bound by them, after all. I could not have the 
world say that I met one case which I could not solve. 
There was one other thing. I did not foresee that Bar- 
bara would find out. Barbara could not understand that 
crime was merely the logical response to an emergency. 
The burden of my guilt was too heavy for her. Her 
suffering was altogether irrational; but I couldn't let her 
go through life with that hurt. I had made her life 
beautiful, and I couldn't ruin the beauty I had given 
her. You see, when all's said and done, I couldn't puli 
out my thread quite to the end. That is my weakness. * ' 
The doctor paused and lighted a cigar. He smiled, a 
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rare, quizzical smile, at Peter. The match in his hand 
was trembling. He shook it impatiently, extinguishing 
the flame. 

“You see?” He shrugged his massive shoulders. 

“ But that’s not your story. That, if you please, is the 
part you will leave out when you write it. It begins with 
the day I found Orme on the doorstep. That part is 
quite true. All that I said was true. I was far too clever 
to lie. Facts can be concealed, but they cannot be 
obliterated. Orme came to see me daily. When he talked 
with Mrs. Kane he told her that Sheila could reach him 
through me — there was no telephone at the auto camp, 
of course. And she did telephone me to arrange a meet- 
ing. You remember that I asked you whether you 
noticed where, in the telephone directory, Sheila had 
placed Orme’s letter?” 

“ Peter nodded. 

“ Yes, it was near the front of the book. Of course ! 
The ‘ C’s ’ !” 

“ Even there everything played into my hands. I 
was safe from even the remote chance that, finding 
that letter between the ‘ C ’ pages, you would connect 
it with the name of Cavanaugh. You missed your only 
clue. Well, I always said that clues were relatively 
unimportant. When Orme and Sheila left the Ellsworth 
house on the night of March 18th, they came to my office 
for a conference. Orme really did suffer a retroactive 
amnwa for that interview. I was not sure of that until 
I examined him in jail. It did not matter to me greatly 
• _my plan was complete without it — but I could readily 
adjust my arrangements to this new circumstance. 

" Orme insisted that Sheila should acknowledge their 
marriage. He was willing to give her a divorce — but 
that wasn’t what she wanted. She knew that if Ellsworth 
were subjected to the publicity of a divorce, her hold 
on him would be loosened. He would never remarry 
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her. And she wanted the status of Ms wife; she wanted 
his millions. She was approaching forty, you know. She 
was through with adventure, and wanted security. She 
told me that I would have to get Orme out of her way— 
if necessary, by having him committed to an asylum. 

"You remember that I have never denied my pre- 
vious acquaintance with Sheila O'Shay in the days when 
she was on the stage. That was a number of years ago— 
before I learned that the world cannot bear to face 
honesty, that its pretty words must be taken with mock 
seriousness. Sheila had a room-mate then — a dancer just 
rising to fame. Her name was quickly forgotten — you 
would not remember it. I had never pretended that my 
passing attachment to her was more than — what it was. 
I certainly could not afford to have my name linked 
with hers; a doctor must avoid scandal. When she lost 
her job because she was going to have a baby and could 
no longer dance, it was strictly her own business. But 
she let her emotions run away with her. In a fit of 
depression, she jumped into the Seine. But she left a 
letter beMnd her for Sheila, telling the whole story. Why 
do suicides always want to explain themselves, I won- 
der? That would be a good subject for a monograph. 
I’m doing it myself, when it comes to that I I may even 
be quoted as a case in point. But the monograph won't 
be as good as if I had written it." 

Dr., Cavanaugh neatly deposited an unbroken inch 
of cigar ash in the tray, Peter noticed for the first time 
that he had been puffing strenuously for a long time at a 
dead cigarette. He flung it aside and lighted another. 

“ Of course Sheila had kept that letter. She would! 
She was the kind of fool that keeps everything. But 
not quite a fool. For once in my life I met a person 
like myself— one who let nothing stand in the way of 
what she wanted. Though with her, what she wanted 
was determined by her emotions instead of her intelli- 
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gence. She threatened me with exposure if I didn't 
dispose of Orme. And I knew what the silly world would 
think of that story. My carefully constructed mask, my 
studied adjustment to the world’s foolish hypocrisy, 
would slip with a vengeance ! The world cannot look on 
the face of reality, and live. Honesty is the one thing it 
cannot bear. And, once started on the track, it would 
find other incidents of the past to dig up. No, I couldn't 
afford to let Sheila O’Shay keep that weapon in her 
hands. It would always be there, giving her power over 
me. If she did not use it then, she might later. I said 
very little — I was considering the problem, and how to 
meet it. 

“ Then Orme unexpectedly met it for me. That threat 
of railroading him to the asylum set him wild. She was 
contemptuous, as if he were a rag to be thrown into the 
gutter. It was her contempt more than her ruthlessness 
that made him see red. She was standing up, looking at 
me, presenting her ultimatum. Suddenly Orme seized 
the metal elephant from my desk and struck her with all 
his force on the point of her chin — a perfect upper cut, 
though he did not know it. She fell backward, striking 
her head against the comer of the desk. He stood look- 
ing at her for a moment. 

“ ‘ I’ve killed her.’ he said. 

*M bent over her, and when I looked up, he was 
gone. 

" She was not dead, only stunned; but there was the 
answer to my problem. I could finish the job and remove 
"“the danger of Sheila permanently from my path. I 
could conceal the body. In case Orme were found and 
connected with the case, he would believe that he was the 
murderer. He would either think that he himself had 
disposed of the body in a daze, or that I had tried to 
protect him. Either way, he insured my own safety. 
If necessary, I could get him off on a plea of insanity. 
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I thought of all that at the time, but of course, as things 
turned out, it was even simpler, for Orme did not even 
know that he and Sheila had been present in my office. 

The repetition of the act which was of such profound 
emotional significance to him set him temporarily off 
balance again. 

“ Sol put Sheila out of my way. I saw to it that the 
police should suggest that I search, her boudoir. I found 
the dancer's letter in her desk, when I was rummaging 
through her papers, and slipped it into my pocket. 
Later I destroyed it. I took the body to the marsh in 
Barbara's car instead of my own, to avoid any chance 
of being recognised. The one thing I hadn't counted on 
was that I should meet Barbara in the hall when I was 
carrying out the body. She had been aroused by the 
sound of our voices, and had heard the crash of Sheila's 
fall. She stood there on the steps, her hand on her 
throat, and looked at me. She said absolutely nothing. 

But she knew. And she couldn't see it as I saw it, as 
merely the necessary adjustment to a problem. I saw 
the horror in her eyes. And yet, she said nothing. She 
would have gone through life in the shadow of that 
horror. I knew that I could trust Barbara. The words 
that I had cast aside meant too much to her." 

“ Yes," said Peter. " You could trust Barbara." 

“ Of course, the horror in her eyes should have meant 
nothing to me. Her loyalty should have been merely < 
one of those useful weaknesses of humanity which I had 
learned to count upon. Pretty playthings I " ***** 

" Yes," Peter said again, " the useless, impractical 
virtues— .incorruptible beauty. Barbara is like that." 

" But I discovered my own weakness. It was hard 
to live with that horror in Barbara's eyes. I hope you 
can make it clear to Barbara that I loved her." 

“ Yes," said Peter, " I will make it clear." 
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“ It won’t matter to me, of course. I shall not know. 
And yet, somehow, it does seem to matter/’ 

" I think it matters. You can count on me/' 

“ I know I can count on you. You live by words — 
they mean something to you. Queer, isn’t it? Honour, 
loyalty, trust — just words. And yet you live by them. 
They are your reality. And in the end, I have to count 
on them. And yet, I was the master of them all. I 
could save myself. Only, if I carried it through, if I 
saved myself, I should be branded as a failure. I should 
have to admit that for the first time I had taken a case 
which I could net solve. You were right when you 
taunted me with that/ 1 

“ Fm sorry/’ Peter said painfully. “ I’m sorry I 
put it to you like that/' 

"‘Oh, but I had already put it to myself! And if I 
let myself fail — there would always be the horror in 
Barbara’s eyes.” 

“ You seel” Peter exclaimed eagerly. “You were 
not the complete egoist, after all ! There was a flaw in 
your crystal. Or perhaps the flaw was the other thing 

the thing that enslaved your intelligence to one narrow 

personal ambition. I don’t know ” 

“ It’s rather an academic point, isn’t it?” The doctor 
smiled. 

“ Don’t!” Peter cried. “ I can’t bear it!” 

“ But it's nothing to make such a fuss about! And 
I rather fancy I’ve written a thing or two which will 
'—be remembered when all this has dropped into the limbo 
of forgotten news. After all. I've done some good work, 
Peter.” Dr. Cavanaugh methodically stamped out the 
stub of his cigar against the side of the ash tray and 
half -drew another from his pocket. Then he slipped it 
back again. “ No,” he murmured, “ there isn’t time. 
I don’t suppose, Peter, you’d care to shake hands with 
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me, for good-bye? Silly of me to care about a thing 
like that!" 

Peter rose stiffly from his chair. His lips were pressed 
tightly together, and his throat ached unbearably. Dr. 
Cavanaugh opened the drawer of his desk. Peter's eye 
caught the gleam of a shining cylinder. Peter set his 
jaw, but it was too late. The tears were on his cheeks 
as he held out his hand. 

" Good-bye, my friend/' he said. Then it came to 
him to add the words the doctor would most wish to take 
with him. “ The world will remember you as a great 
man." 

The pressure ot the doctor's hand was firm and warm. 

" Good-bye, Peter/' he said cheerfully. " You'd 
better go and find Barbara. I think she's in the little 
sitting room. I don't want her to be startled by the 
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CHAPTER LIII 



Barbara was drowsing in the big chair by the fire. Peter 
pome gently behind her, and held both hands over her 
ears. She looked up at him dreamily, only half-awake. 
A muffled report came from the doctor's office. 

“ What is that!” Barbara struggled to her feet, but 
Peter's arms were warm and close around her. 

“ It's all right, darling. It’s all right,” he crooned. 

She put up her hand to his face, and looked 
wonderingly at her wet fingers. 

Peter sat down in the big chair and held her close, 
as if she were a child. 

“ It's all over now, dear. After all, it was the only 
way, the best way. There is nothing more to hide. Just 
remember that your father was a great man — and that 
he was good to you.” 

" You — know ? ' ’ 

" I know everything. He has told me all about it. 
And he chose to go out — this way. After all, you 
wouldn’t have wanted it otherwise. Do you realise, 
Barbara, that there wasn’t a shadow of proof against 

him that he never could have been brought to trial? 

And yet he chose to wipe the page clean. He cleared 
up his last case, Barbara. He didn't save himself.” 

„ Barbara sat up suddenly straight, lifting her head 
from Peter's shoulder. Her eyes were like brown depths 
of water in the sun. For the first time they were clear 
of horror. Her hands were clasped tight against her 
breast. . ' i ■ 

“ Do you know, Peter,” she said, “ I think 1 am 
rather proud of my lather. I think I will marry you, 
Peter.” 
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* ' Yes, ' ' Peter said. He wished Cavanaugh could have 
known that; but it was too late now. It flashed across 
his mind that Barbara was really Cavanaugh's daughter, 
that he had lied at the last to give her peace of mind. 
Perhaps. Well, let it go. Cavanaugh would have been 
glad to know that Barbara was no longer ashamed or 
afraid of her inheritance. Let that one tribute remain 
his. 

“ Will it have to come out? Will they have to know 
that he — did it? Couldn't it end — like this?" 

* f But he wanted them to know I He wanted them 
to know that he hadn't really failed to solve the case. 
He gave me a note to Jimmy. He gave it to the Herald” 

V Peter, you couldn't 1" Barbara pushed herself 
j away from his arms, and rose to her feet in horrified 

j protest. " You couldn't do a thing like that! All his 

great reputation, all those years of fine work, the record 
of his powerful intellect — crashed, smirched! You 
mustn't do it, Peter. You couldn't do that for the sake 
of a story in your paper." 

1 “ It is a great story, Barbara, there's no doubt about 

that. But you'll have to believe me when I say that I'd 
have suppressed it. I'd have let my paper down. You 
don't know quite what that means, I think. But I'd 
have done it. Only your father wanted me to have it. 
He didn't want his last case to be chalked up against 
I; him as his first failure." 

J But he didn't see! He never saw things quite like 

j ordinary people. For all his greatness, in that sense he# 

wasn't quite sane. He didn't see that his confession 
would show that his whole life, his whole personality 
was a colossal failure — that he wasn't in reality the man 
of high integrity that every one believed him to be. I 
couldn't bear that, Peter ! We must protect him, protect 
j his name, even against himself.' 1 ' 

i Peter's mouth twitched with the monstrous irony of 

I ■ ‘ " i-/. \ ' V ' . 
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it. Cavanaugh was to be denied his last triumph, after 
all. And yet it was the proof that Barbara had loved 
him. Would he have sacrificed his terrific ambition for 
the proof of that love? He had tried to live beyond good 
and evil, beyond emotion. He had laughed at the 
standards painfully reared by humanity. And yet, in 
the end, those standards had triumphed in his soul. 

“ I'd like her to know that I loved her, Peter — that is 
my weakness." His weakness — or another and saner 
strength? 

“ I believe he would let you have it your way, 
Barbara. I believe he would give you that—but he 
would smile when he did it/* 

Peter reached out his hand with the sheet from the 
prescription pad which Dr. Cavanaugh had given him. 
He held it over the coals that twinkled redly in the grate 
until the corners turned brown. Then as the paper burst 
into flames, he dropped it into the fire and watched it 
flare for a moment and then subside in a little heap of 
white ash. 

“ There goes the biggest scoop the Herald ever had/" 
he murmured. “ God help me if Jimmy ever finds it 
out!" 

A little clock on the mantelpiece tinkled out twelve 
strokes. The sound brought Peter to himself. Once 
again he was on the job — Peter Piper of the Herald . He 
lifted Barbara gently, and gently deposited her in the 
big chair. 

* " Listen to me, dear," he said. “ I've got to tele- 
phone this to the office first. Then I shall have to call 
the — the other people who must be notified. You shall 
hear just what I say. But I want you to sit quite still 
in that chair." 

He vanished briefly into the doctor's office. Dr. 
Cavanaugh had done his job cleanly and expertly, as 
^ he did everything. There was nothing there that would 
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horrify Barbara when the time came for her to look. 
Peter touched the dead hand gently. On the comer of 
[ the desk lay a nickel — Dr. Cavanaugh's last bet with 

his own judgment. Peter wondered what that bet had 
been. Then he took the nickel, wrapped it in a piece of 
paper, and slipped it into his pocket. 

| " I don't think you'll mind my keeping this — in 

f memory of a great man," he said aloud, to the dead, 

I upturned face. 

When he came back to the little sitting-room, he 
p walked at once to the telephone in the comer. He did 

jj not want Barbara to see that his eyes were wet. She 

was sitting in the big chair where he had left her, her 
head lifted bravely, her face calm with a great serenity, 
ji There were lines of pain about her mouth, but in her 

eyes was peace. 

" Keep on ringing till they do answer/' Peter said 
harshly into the telephone. " Jimmy? Well, you'M 
have to wake up for this. Dr. Cavanaugh has just com- 
mitted suicide — a sudden breakdown due to overwork 
on the Ellsworth case. I was present. No, nobody else. 
I! Yes, it's exclusive, absolutely." 

if, “ 1*11 be right down." Jimmy's raucous voice over 

the wire was audible in the quiet room. " Meet you at 
H the office in half an hour. Get all the dope." 

p 0 I've got it," said Peter. 

H “ Now that Dr. Cavanaugh's dead, I suppose we 

fj ’ , never shall get the rights of the tule marsh murder." 

Jimmy's voice was hoarse with disappointment. "Lord,* 
j : what a chance he missed ! He's the only man that stood 

/ a chance of solving it." 

; t " No," Peter admitted. " With Dr. Cavanaugh 

dead, I doubt if the case will ever be solved. But, 
B Jimmy, that's not all. I've another piece of front-page 

j; news for you. I'm going to be married." 

/ “ The deuce you are! And I suppose, as usual, you 
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want it known that she's the eighth wonder of the world? 
Well, that can wait. You leg it down to the office/' 

“ It's not going to wait very long," Peter assured 
him. " It's the real dope that I'm going to marry the 
loveliest girl in the world ! " 

" Hell!" said Jimmy. " That's not news*" 
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U Story of Leonora 
). Rich Man 
). The River 
u Grayson’s Girl 
L The Guv’nor 

Mr. J. G. Reeder Returns 
5, The Calendar 
S. The Invisible Man 

1. Love and Mr. Lewisham 

2. The First Men in the Moon 
I, The History of Mr. Polly 

9. Fi£§t and Last 


PHYLLIS AUSTIN 
# PHYLLIS AUSTIN 

BERTHA M. CLAY 
MAY EDGINTON 
MAY EDGINTON 
. N: MAY EDGINTON 

MAY EDGINTON 
J. S* FLETCHER 
FLORENCE KILPATRICK 
FLORENCE KILPATRICK 
PHILIP MACDONALD 
PHILIP MACDONALD 
ARTHUR MILLS 
ARTHUR MILLS 
ARTHUR MILLS 
FREDERICK NIVEN 
FREDERICK NIVEN 
MRS. A. SEDGWICK 
MRS. A. SEDGWICK 
H. DE VERE STACPOOLE 
KATHARINE H. TAYLOR 
KATHARINE H. TAYLOR 
LADY TROUBKIDGE 
LADY TROURRIDGE 
KATHARINE TYNAN 
KATHARINE TYNAN 
KATHARINE TYNAN 
EDGAR WALLACE 
EDGAR WALLACE 
EDGAR WALLACE 
H. G. WELLS! 
H. G. WELLS 
H. G. WELLS; 
H. G. WELLS! 
VICTOR L WHITECHURCH 


